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The drat edition ot this book was issued .n 18S5 
as a compmion-volume to the Changed Cross, and 
was received Willi great favor by the religious public. 
The present edition contains forty additional poems, 
selected from many sources. The names of ihe 
authors, so far as Ihey could be ascertained, will be 
found in the index, 

Ncvimber, 1871 
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The Poems contained in this Volume have 
been selected from many sources, and, so far 
as known, the names of the authors appended. 
The publisher has designed it as a companion- 
book to The Changed Cross, which has 
l^rov-ed so acceptable lo a large class of Chris- 
tian leaders. 
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CONSIDER., 

Consider 
The lilies of clie field whose bloom is brief 

We are as they ; 

Like them we fade away. 
As doth a icaf. 

Consider 
The sparrow5 of the air of small actoum ; 

Our God doth view 
Whether they fa!) or mount — 

He guards us too. 

Consider 
The lilies that do neither spin aor loii. 

Yet are most fair ; 

What profits all ihb care 
And all this toil ? 

Consider 
The birds chat have no barn nor han'est weeB 

God gives them food ; 
Much more our Father seeb 

To do us good. 
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THE 

SHADOW OF THE ROCK 

AND OTHER POEMS, 

THE SHADOW OF THE BOCK. 

THE Shadow of the Rock I 
Stay, Pilgrim, stay I 
Sight treads upon the heels of daj ; 
There is no other resting-place this wftj. 
The Rock 13 near, 
The well J3 clear— 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
The desert wide 
Lies round thee like a trackless tide, 
In wayes of sand forlornly multiplied. 
The sun is gone, 
Thou art alono — 
Rc3t in tlie Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
All come alone ; 
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S THE SHADO W OF THE BOCK. 

All, ever since the sun hath shone, 
W>.o traTeled bj this road Iiqto come alona 
Be of good cheer — 
A home is here — 
Re«t in the Shadow of the Rock ! 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
Night veils the land ; 
How the palma whisper as they etand [ 
Bow the well tiiiklea faintly through the SBsd 1 
Cool water take 
Thy thirst to stake- 
Rest in the Shadow of thp Kock I 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
Abide 1 Abide I 
TLis Rock moTes ever at thy side. 
Pausing to welcome thee at etentide. 
Agea are laid 
Beneath ita shade — 
Heat in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
Always at baud, 
Unseen it cools the noon-tido land. 
And quells the fire that flickera in the sand. 
It comes in sight 
Only at night — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock ( 
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TBS SHADOW OF THE BOCK. Q 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
'Mid skies stonn-ri-Ten 
It gathers shadows out of heaven, 
And holds them o'er us all aigiit cool and evea 
Through the charmed air 
Dew falls not there- 
Best in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 
To aBgels' ejes 
This IJock its shadow multipliea, 
And at this hour in countless places liea. 
One Rock, one shade, 
O'er thousands laid — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 
To weary feet, 
That have been diligent and fleet. 
The sleep is deeper and the shade more swetit 
O weary, rest 1 
Thou art sore pressed — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
Thy bed is made ; 
Crowds of tired souls like thine are laid 
This night beneath the self-same placid ahade. 
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They who rest liere 
"Wake with Heaven near — 
Reit in the Shadow of the Rock . 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
Pilgrim I sleep sound ; 
In night's swift hours with siient bound, 
TLo Rock will put thee over leagues of ground, 
Gaining more way 
Bj night than day — 
Beat in the Shadow of tlie Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
One day of pain, 
Thou scarce wilt hope the Rock to gdn, 
Yet there ^rilt sleep thy last sleep on the plain 
And only wake 
In Heaven's daybreak — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 



KIQ HT SONO. 

HEART, be still ! 
In the darkness of thy woo, 
Bow thee silently and low ; 
Comes to tliee whate'er God will ; — 
Be thou still 1 
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mOST S0S8. 

Bo thou still 1 
VmuIj all thy words are spoken ; 
Till the Word of God hath broken 
Life's dark mjateriea— good or ill— 

Be thou Btill I 

Sleep thou still I 
Tis thj Father's work of grace, 
Wait thou yet before His face, 
He'll thy sure deliverance will • 

Keep thou still ! 

Lord mj God I 
By thy grace, may I be 
AH-aubmiasion, silently. 
To the chastenings of thy rod ; 

Lord my God I 

Shepherd, King 1 
Prom thy fullness, grant to me 
Still, jet fearless f^th in Thee, 
Till, &oni night the day shaD sprmg I 

Shepherd, King 1 



uGoogIc 



r^PWARD, where tbe stars are burniog, 
\J Silent, silent in their turning 

Round the nevcr-ciiaDging pole ; 
Upward, where the ^y is brighteBt, 
Upward, where the blue ia lightest, 

Liit I now m; longing soul t 

Par above that arch of gladness, 
Par beyond those clouds of sadnesa, 

Are the many mansioua fair 1 
Far from pain, and sin, and folly. 
In that palace of the holy, 

I would fiod my mausion there 1 

.Where the glory brightly dwelletb, 
Wliere the new eong sweetly swelleth, 

And the discord never comes ; 
Where life's stream is ever laving, 
And the palm is ever waving — 

That must be the home of homes t 

Where the Lamb on high ia seated, 
Rt ten thousand voices greeted, 
J.OH1 of lords and King of kings) 
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BE KXO K'ETII ALL. 1 3 

Son of man, they crown, they crown Hiai 1 
Bon of God, they own, they own Him 1 
With His name the palace rings 1 

Blesung, honor, witliout measure, 
Heavenly riches, earthly treasure, 

Lay we at His blessGd feet I 
Poor the praise that now we render ; 
Loud shall be our Toices yonder, 

Wben before His Throne we meet 



HE KNOWETH ALL. 

THE twilight falls, the night is neai, 
I fold my work away, 
And kneel to One who bends to hear 
The story of the day. 

The old, old story ; yet I kne«l 

To tell it at Thy call ; 
And cares glow lighter as I fed 

That Jesus knows them alL 

Yes, all ! The morning and the night, 

The joy, the grief, the loss. 
The roughened path, the sunbeam bright, 

The hourly thorn and cross. 
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i ROMEWASDS. 

Thou knowest all— I lean mj head, 

My weary eyelids close ; 
Content and glad awhile to tread 

This path, sinee Jesua tnowa I 

And He has loved me I All my heart 

With answering love is stirred, 
And every anguished pain and anmrt 
Finds healing in the Word. 

3o here 1 lay me down to rest. 

As nightly shadows fall, 
And lean, confiding, on His breast, 

Who knows and pities all 1 



HOME WARD SI 

DROPPING down the tronbled riva, 
To the tranquil, tranquil shore ; 
Dropping down the misty river. 
Time's willow-shaded river. 

To the spring-embosomed shore ; 

Where the sweet light shineth ever, 

And the sun goes down no more, 

wondrous, wondrous shore I 

Dropping down the winding riTer, 
To the wide and welcome sea ; 
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HOMEWARDS. 1 

Dropjnng Ariwa the narrow river, 
Man's weary, waywaird iiTcr, 

To the hlue and ample sea; 
Wliere no tempest wrecketh ever 

Where the sky is fair ancl free ; 

O joyous, joyous sea I 

Dropping down the noisy river, 

To our peaceful, peaceful home ; 
Dropping down the turbid riTer, 
Earth's bustling, crowded river, 

To our gentle, gentle home ; 
Wliere the rough roar riseth never, 

And the vexings cannot come ; 

O loyed and longed for home 1 

Dropping down the eddying rive., 

With a Helmsman true and tried 
Dropping down the perilous river- 
Mortality's dark river, 

With a sure and Heaveuly Guide; 
Even Him who, to deliver 

My soul from death, hath died; 

Helmsman, true and tried I 

Droppin<; down the rapid river, 

To the dear and deathless Sand ; 
Dropping down the well-known river. 
Life's swoH'q and rushing river. 
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TEE LOVmQ VHP. 

To the reaurrection-land ; 
Wtere the iiviifg, live for ever, 
Ajid tlie dead hare joined tl 
O fair and bleaaed land I 



THE LOVING CUP. 

COME, drink yc, drink ye, all, of it. 
Pale children of a King; 
No poison micglea in the draught, 

80, while ye suffer, sing. 
Tie Love's own Life hath won it tia, 

Christ's lip hath pressed the hrim, — 
Come, drink jc, drink ye, all, of it, 
Li fellowship with Him 1 

O shun not tliou the Loving Cup, 

Nor tremble at its hue ; 
There is no bitter in the bowl, 

But Jesus drank it, too. 
He counts thy tears, and knows thy pwn, 

Yea, every woe is weighed ; 
And not a cross He bids thee bear, 

But once on Him was laid. 

Come, diink thou of tlie Loring Cap I 
Thou wouklst not pass it by t 

lis kept for every coosen one 
Of God's dwtr family: 
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■I'RE SmiSBR-a FRIEND 

Nor, unbelieving, turn aside ; 

The Lord the cup bestows ; 
And His face, above tbec bent, 

With love and pity glows I 

Those hands, once bleeding ou the Ciojh, 

Are now outstrefelied to bless ; 
He drawa thee closer to His heart 

For that draught's bitterness ; 
He hears thy faintly sobbing breath, 

He marks each quivering limb ; 
He drank a cup for tbee alone— 

Cliild I drink it now with Him. 

Let earth bring forth her bitter herbs, 

Soon all their power shall cease; 
Come tribulation if it will. 

With Christ's abiding Peace. 
I take the cup— the Loving Cup, 

Thrice blessed shall it he ; 
I would not miss one gift, Lord, 

Thy Biood hath bought for me I 



IHK SIKNEKS FRIEND. 

OTHOU, the coiitrit* smner'a Friend, 
Who losing, lov'at them to the end, 
>n this alone my hopes depend, 
Tliat Thou wilt j;load fur mcl 
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TRK SINISESS FRIENH 

When, Tveary Jn the Christian race, 
Far-off appears my reating-placo, 
And faintJDg, I mistrust Thy grac«— 
Tlisn. Sanour, plead for me 1 

When I have crr'd and gone astray 
Alar from Tliine and Wisdom's way, 
And see no glimmering guiding ray- 
Still, SayiouT, plead for me 1 

When Sntan, by my sins made bold. 
Strives from Thy croaa to loose my hold 
Then with Tiiy pitying arms enfold, 
And plead, ob, plead for me ! 

And when my dying hour draws near, 
Darken'd with anguish, guilt, and fear, 
Then to my fainting sight appear, 
Pleading in Heaven for me 1 

When tie full light of Heavenly day 
Reveals my sins in dread array, 
Bbj, Thou hast wash'd them all away ; 
Oh, say, Thou plcad'st for me 1 



uGoogIc 



TES WAY /S LOSQ, nTV. 



TEE WAY IS LONG AND DREAR? 

THE way ii long and dreary, 
The patL is bleak and bare ; 
Our feet are worn and weary, 

But we will not despair. 
More heavy was Tliy burthen. 

More desolate Thy way ; 
O Lamb of God, who takeat 
The ^a of the world away, 
Have mercy on us I 



The snows lie thick around us, 

In the dark and gloomy night ; 
And the tempest wails above ua. 

And the stars have hid their light. 
But blacker was the darkness 

Round Calvary's Cross that daj 
Lamb of God, that takest 

The sin of the world away, 
Have mercy on U3 1 

Our hearts are faint with sorrow. 

Heavy and sad to bear; 
for we dread the bitter mniTow, 

lut we will not despair. 
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THE DBA TH OF A BELIE fJCii. 

Tlioii knowest all oui anguiah. 
And Thou wilt bid it cease. 

O Lamb of Ood 1 who takeat 
The sin of the world away, 
Give ua Thy peace 1 



THE DEATH OF A BELIEVER 

THE Apostle slept ; a light shone in tlie i>asoa 
An angel touched his side ; 
" Arise," he said, and quickly he hatb risen, 
His lettered arms untied. 



The watchers saw no light at midnight gleaming 

They heard no sound of teet ; 
The gates fly open, and the saint Still dieaniing, 

Stands free upon the street. 

So when the Christian'i eyelid droops and closes 

In Natare'a parting stnle, 
A friendly angel stands where lie reposes 

To wake him up to life. 

Be gives a gentle blow, and so releases 

The spirit from its clay ; 
From sin's temptations and from life 
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THE SEA TR Of A BSLIEVEK. 21 

It riaes up, and from its darksome mansion 

It takes ita silent flight, 
And feels ita fryedom in the large expansion 

Of Hettrenly air and light. 

Beliind, it hears Time's iron gates close faintlj ; 

It is now fat from them, 
For it has reached the city of the saintly, 

The new Jerusalem 1 

A voice is heard, on earth of kinsfolk weeping 

Tlie loss of one they love ; 
But he is gone -^here the redeemed are keeping 

A festival above. 

The mourners throng the way, and from tin 
steeple 

The funeral-hell tolls slow ; 
But on t!ie golden streets the holy peopio 

Are passing to and I'ro ; 

And saying, as they meet, " Rejoice ! anotber 

Long-waited-for ia come ; 
The Saviour's heart is glad, a younger brothca 

Bath leftched the Father's homo 1" 
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EARTH AND HEA Pjy. 



EARTH AND HMAVEN 

THE roseate hues of early dawn, 
Tlie brightness of the day ; 
The crimson of tlie sunset sky. 

How fast thej fade away I 
Oil, for the pearly gates of Heaven ! 

Oh, for the golden floor I 
Oh, for the Sun of Righteousness, 
That setteth n 



The brightest hopes we cherish hero 

How fast they tire and faint ; 
How many a spot defiles the robe 

That wraps an earthly saint I 
Oh, for a heart that neyer sins 1 

Oh, for a, sou! wash'd white 1 
Oh, for a voice to praise our King, 

Nor weary, day nor night I 

Here faith is ours, and Heavenly hope, 

And grace to iead ub higher ; 
But there are perfectness, and peaoe, 

Beyond oui- beat desire. 
Oh, by Thy love, and anguish. Lord, 

And by Thy life laid down, 
Grant that we fall not from Thy grace, 

Nor cast away our crown 1 
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USDEBTAKE FOR ME. 



UNDERTAKE FOR ME! 

AS those tlaat watch for the day, 
Through tho restless night of pain. 
When the firat faint streaks of gray 

Bring rest and ease again— 
As they turn their sleepless eyea 

The Eastern sky to see, 
Long hours before sunrise — 
So waiteth ray soul for Thee 1 

Aa those that watch for the day, 

Through the long, long night of grie^ 
When the soul can only pray 

That the day may bring relief, — 
When the eyes, ivith weeping spent. 

No dawn of hope csn see. 
But the heart keeps watch iutent, — 

So waiteth my soul for Thee 1 

As those that watch for the day. 

Through that deepest night of all, 
When trembling, and sin haye sway. 

And the shades of Thy absence fall ; 
As they search through clouds of fear 

The Morning Star to see. 
And the Light of Life appear — 

So waiteth my soul for Thee I 
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TH£ UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY 

As those that watch for the day, 

And know that the day will rise, 
Tlii>ugli the wearj hours delay, 

As tliey pass under midnight akies , 
Though the Sun of Eighteousness 

Only Faitli's eye can see. 
Because Thou hast promised to bless — 

Lord Jesus, I irait for Thee I 



THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY. 

COULD we but know 
The land that ends our dark, nncertain travel 
IVhere lie those happier hilla and meadows low 
Ah I if beyond the spirit's inmost caril 
Aught of that country could we surely know, 
Who would not go ? 

Might we but hear 
rhe hovering angels' high imagined chorus. 

Or catch, betimes, with wakeful eyes and clear 
One radiant vista of the realm before us — 
With one rapt moment given to see and iiear, 
Ah, who would fear ) 

Were we quite sure 

I\> find the peerless friend who left us lonely, 

Or there, by some celestial stream as pure. 
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THE ANS WFK. 



To gase in -yes that here were loveM only— 

Tliia weaiy mortal coil, were we quite suie, 

Who would endure ? 



THE ANSWER. 
tt \TrHO would not go" 

Vi With buoyant steps, to gwn that bleaafid 
portal, 
Which opens to the land we long to know J 
Where shall be satiaflod the soul's immortal. 
Where we shall drop the wearying and the wo 
In resting bo % 

"Ah, wto would fear ?" 
Since, Bometimes through the distant pearly por- 
tal. 
Undoing to some happy soul a-near, 
We catch a gleam of glorious light immortal, 
And strains of heavenly music faintly hear. 
Breathing good cheer 1 

" Who would cEduTc" 
To walk in doubt and darknesa with miaginng, 

Whdn He whose tender promises are sure— ■ 
The Crucified, the Lord, the ETer-liTing— ^ ^ 
Keeps us thoae " mansio 

By waters pure ! 
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28 ARE THERE FEW SA fBI 

Ob, wondroua land 1 
Fairer tlian all our spirit's fairest dreaming : 

" Eje liattt not seen "—no heart can understana 
Tlie lliings prepared, the cloudless radiance stream- 
ing. 
How loniiingly we wait our Lord's command— 
His opening hand 1 

Oh, dear ones there ! 
Whose Toices, hushed, have left our pathway 
lonely, 
We come, ere long, jour blessed home to shore ; 
We take the guiding Hand, we trust it only — 
Seeing, bj fi,itli, beyond this clouded air, 
That land so fair 1 



CORD, ARE THERE FE\^ THAT BE SA VED 
TlfHETHER there many be, or few, 
I! Elect the heavenly goal to win, 
Truly, I know not— this I know — 
That none who march with footsteps slow, 
That none who flght with hearts iintrue, 
That none who serve with Berrice cold, 
The Bternai City can behold, 
Or enter in. 
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ARE THERE FEW SA VED T 21 

Whether there many be who thrive 

In their vast suit for that vast love, 
Truly, I know not — this I know — 
That love lives not in outward show ; 
That but to seek is not U> strive ; 
That thankless praises, empty prayers, 
Can claim no bond, for will of theim 
His court to move. 

How long the door, unfastened now, 

Shall open hy His grace remain, 
Truly, I know not— this I know — 
If once that grace aside He throw, 
No tear, uo sigh, no anguished vow. 
Gnashing of teeth, wringing of bands, 
Shall draw the bolts and loose the hands 
Ever again. 

How long His wrath may yet forbear, 

Aad sheathe His swotd, and hide His rod, 
Truly, I know not — this I know^ 
He points the arrows of His bow, 
While speed apace that night of fear, 
Of debt unpaid, of work imdune, 
Where Mercy, Pardon, Hope is none, 
L^d up with God 1 
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LORD, TBOU ART MiyEl 

LORD, TUOU ART MlNEl 

LORD, Thou art mine, 
Send help to me I 
Christ, I am Tliine, 
Deliver me I 
Then shall 1 ptiiise and sing, 
' My 8011I, bless thou thy God and King P 



Sad sins are mine. 
Oh, pardon me 1 
Then shall I praise and sing, 
" My Boul, bless thou tliy God and King f* 

Goodness is Thine, 

Lord, pity me ! 
Evil 19 uiinG, 
Forsato not me ! 
Then shall I praise and sing, 
' My bobI, bless thou thy Qod and King f* 

All light is Thine, 

Oh, shine on me 1 

Darkness is mine, 

Enlighten me t 

Then shall I praise and sing, 

"My Boul, bless tbou thy Qod and KingP 
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WIS STOOD BESIDE TBE SIVSB. S 

True lifi! ia Thine, 

Breatlie it on me I 
AJl death is mine, 
Ob, quicken me 1 
Thea shall I praise and sing, 
" My soul, bless thou thy God and King 1' 



WE STOOD BESIDE THE RIVER 

IITE stood beaide the river, 
iT Whence all our souls must go, 
Bearing a loved one in our arms, 
Our hearts repeating the alarms 

That came across the river ; 
And saw the sun decline in mist, 
That rose until her brow it kissed, 

And left it cold as snow. 

Watching beside the river, 
With every ebb aud flow. 
Fond hopes within our hearts would spnng; 
Until another warning ring 

Came o'er the fearful river. 
We saw the flush, the brightness fade, 
The loving lips look grieved and sad, 

The white hands whiter grow. 

Watching by the river. 
With anguish none can tell ■ 
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so W^ hTOOD BESIDE THE RIVES. 

And trembling hearts and lianda, we stion 
To save the darling of our love 
From going down the rirer 1 
Oil, powerless, but to weep and pmy, 
And grieve for one wlio, far away, 
Had said his last farewell I 

Weeping by the rirer, 
There came a blessed time, 
A solenra calm spread ali around, 
Haking it seem like holy ground, 

Beside the siieut river I 
The world receding trom our eyes, 
Caught gleams of that dear land which U« 

In Canaan's happy clime ! 

Aad theru, beside the river, 
Came lessons strange and sweet, 
The perfect work of patience done. 
The warfare Gnished, victory won 

With weak hands by the river t 
The childlike fear, the clinging loTe, 
The darkness brightened from ahoTB, 

The peace at Jesus' feet I 

Waiting by the river, 
Throngh mingled night and day, 
Bweet memories round our hearts we bring 
Of Jesus' love and Heaven we aing, 
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XSEEimS AT TEE TBSESHOLD. 31 

To soothe her by the river ; 
And wept for one whose heart would break, 
Be pitiful for Jesus' sake. 

Father in heaven, we pray 1 

Standing by the nver, 
We closed the weary eyes, 
In Jesus' arms we laid her down, 
A loTely jewel for His crown. 

He bore her through the river, 
And clothed her in a robe so white, 
Too beautiful for mortal sight, 

And took her to the tikies t 



r 



KNEELING AT THE THRESHOLD. 

at the threshdd, weary, faint, and 



Waiting for the dawning, for the opening of the 

door; 
WMting till the Master shall bid me rise and 

To the glory of Hia presence, to the gladness of 
His home I 

4 weary path Fve traveled, 'mid darkness, storm, 

and strife ; 
Bearing many a burden, struggling for ray life; 
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82 KSEELISS AT THE THRESHOLD. 

But now the mom is broaking, my toil will soon 

lie o'er, 
I'm bueeling at the threshold, my hand is on th« 

Meihinks I bear the voices of the blessSd as thej 

stand, 
SiDging in the sunshine in the far-off sinleas land ; 
Oh, would that 1 were with them, amid their ahin 

ing throng, 
Mingling in their worship, joining in their song 1 

The Mends that started with me have entered 

long ago ; 
One by one they left me struggling with the foe ; 
Their pilgrimage waa shorter, their triumph surer 

a all my toil ia 



With them the bleasfid angels that know no griel 

[ see them by the portals, prepared to let me ia. 
Lord, I wait Thy pleasure ; Thy time and way 

But I'm wasted, worn, and weary ; O Father, bid 
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QQD TO ORDER ALL TET WAYS. 38 

f.iVE aOD TO ORDER ALL THY WAYS. 

LEAVE God to order all thy wajs, 
And hope in Him, whate'er betide; 
Thou'lt find Him in the evil daya 

An all-sufficient strength and guide. 
Who ti'uata in God's unchanging loye, 
Builds on the rock that naught can move 

What can these aniious cares avail— 
These never-ceasing moans and a^hs t 

What can it help us to bewail 
Each painful moment as it flies t 

Our cross and trials do but press 

The heavier for our bitterness. 

Only your restleM heart keep still. 
And wait in cheerful hope, content 

To take whate'er His gracious will, 
His all-disceming love, hatli sent ; 

Nor doubt our inmost wants are known 

To Him who chose ua for Hia own 1 

He knows -when joyful hours are best. 
He sends them as He sees it meet ; 

WTien thou hast borne its fiery test, 
And now art freed irom all deceit. 

He comes to thee all unaware. 

And makes thee own His loving care 
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6L0SI m TRIBL'LATIOS ALSO. 

Nor, in the heat of pain and Btxife, 
Think God hntli cast tbee off nnhearJ 

Nor (hat the man whose prtraperous life 
Thou envicst, is of him preferred. 

Time pnasea, and much change doth bring 

And Euts a bound to everjihics- 

All ai'e alike before His fat* : 
'Tia easy to our God most high 

To uiokc tlie rich man pool and baae, 
To give the poor man wealth and joy. 

True wonders still of Uim are wrought, 

Who setteth up and brings to naught 1 

Sing, pray, and awerye not from His -wajfl, 
But do thine own part faithftiUy ; 

Fruat Ilia rich pj'omises of graci., 
So shall it be fulfilled in thee : 

God never yet foraook at need 

Tiic soul that ti-uated Hira indeed i 



WE OLORY m -IRIBVLATION ALSO. 
U WITHIN this leaf, to every eye 

IT So little worth, doth hidden lie 
Most rare and aubtile fragrancy. 
Wouldat tbou its secret strength unbind t 
Crash it, and thou shalt per&ino find 
Sweet aa lU-iibia's spicy wind. 
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RYMN. 

" In this dull stone so poor, and bare 
Of sliape or luster, patient care 
Will find for thee a jewel rare I 
But first must skillful hands esaay, 
Witii file and flint, to clear away 
The film which Mdea its fire from day. 

' This leaf I This atone ! It :s thy heart; 
It must he crushed by pain and smart ; 
It must be cleansed by sorrow's art. 
Ere it will yield a fragrance sweet, 
Ere it will shine a jewel meet 
To lay before Thy dear Lord's feci 1" 



H r M N 

OHOLT Saviour, Friend unseen, 
The faint, the weak, on Thee may ibiui 
HeljJ mc, throughout Life's varying scene, 

Uy faith to cling to Thee I 
Bleat with communion so Divine, 
Take what Tliou wilt, shall I repine, 
Wlien as the branches to tlic vine, 

My soul may cling to Thee f 
Far from her homo, fatigued, oppresi, 
Ilcie she ha^ fouad a place of rest, 
&.]] exile still, yet not unbleat. 

While she i:an cliiig to Thee \ 
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"Without a murmur I diamiss 
My fnimcr dreams of eartlily bliM ; 
My }ny, my recompense be tliis, 
Each hour to cling' to Thee ! 

WTiat though the irorid deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and joys remove, 
With patient, uncomplaining love. 
Still would T cling to Thee 1 

Oft when 1 seem to tread alone 
Some barren waste with thorna o'ergrowo., 
A voice of love, in gentlest tone, 
Whispers, " Still cling to Me I" 

Tbouf?]! faith and hope awhile be tried, 
I ask not, need not, aught beside ; 
How safe, how calm, how aatisfled, 
The souls that cling to Thee I 

They fear not Life's rough storms to brave, 
Since Thou art near, and strong to save; 
Nor shudder e'en at Death's dark wave, 
Because tliey cling to Thee I 

Blest io my lot, whate'er befall ; 
Wliat can disturb me, who appal ; 
While, 08 my strength, my rock, my all, 
Saviour, I cling to Thee I 



uGoogIc 



'COME UNTO MB I" 



"COME UK7 ME." 

ART thou ive&ry ? Art tliou languid 1 
Art thou sore diatrest ! 
" Come to Me," saith One, " and comiiig; 

Be at rest 1" 
Hfith He marks to lead me to Him, 

If He be mj Guide ? 
" In His feet and liands are wowid- print*, 

And Bis side." 
Is tliere diadem aa monarcli 

That nb brow adorns ! 
" Yea, a crown in very surety, 

But of thoma 1" 
If I find Him, if I follow, 

What His guerdon here ! 
" Many a sorrow, many a laboi. 

Many a tear." 
If 1 still hold closely to Him, 

What hath He at last 1 
" Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, 

Jordan past I" 
If I ask Hira to receive me, 

Will He say me nay ? 
" Not tilt earth and not lill Heaveo 
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TJIE imsEES BATTLE- FIELD. 

Tending, following, keeping, Btruggling, 

la He sure to bless ! 
" Angeis, martyrs, prophets, pilgrima, 
Answer— Yea 1" 



THE UNSEEN BATTLE^FiELD. 

THERE U an unseen battle-field 
In every hiimaii breast, 
Where two opposing forces meet, 
And where tlicj seldom rest. 

That field is hid &otn mortal sight, 

'Tis only seen by One, 
Who knows alone wbere victory lies 

When each day's fight is done. 

One army clusters strong and fierce, 

Their chief of demon form ; 
His brow is ike the thunder-cloud. 

His voice the bursting storm. 

Hb captains. Pride, and Lust, and Hat^ 
Whose troops watch night and day; 

Swift to detect the weakest point, 
And thirsting for the fhiy. 
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TUE US3EEN BATTLE- FIBLD. 3 

Oontending with this mighty force 

I3 but a little hand ; 
Yet there, with an un quailing front, 

Those warriors firmly stand. 

llieii leader is of God-like form, 

Of ccuutenance serene ; 
And glowiaa or His naked breast 

His captains, Faith, and Hope, and Loto 

Point to that wondroust sign , 
And, gilding on it, ali rercive 

Strength from a source Divine. 

They feel it speaks a glorious truth, 

A truth as great as sure, 
That, to be victors, they must learn 

To lOTB, confide, eedure. 

That faith sublime, in wildest strife, 

Impaits a lioly calm ; 
For every deadly hlow a shield, 

For every wound a balm. 

And wlieu they win that oattle-field, 

Past toil is quite foi^ot ,■ 
The plain where carnage once had reigned, 

Become a hallowed spot. 
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) WlTffOar MOSET. ETC. 

Tlie apst wlicre joj- of flowers and pence 

Spring from the fertile sod, 
And breathe the perfume of their praise 

On every breeze of God I 



VirilOUT MONET AND WITHOUT I'RWli 

AU INVITATION. 

COJfE to Jesus I Are you lonely t 
Solace aweet He will afford. 
Lean on Jesus—Jesna only ! 
Come, and find a loTing Lord ! 

Are your trials past the telling I 
Are your sins as crimson dye) 

Jes«9 sees your sad heart swelling, 
'Neath accusing Memory. 

He is waiting— -will you leave Him 
Pleading at your heart in vain ! 

He ia willing — oh, believe Him I 
He may never call again. 

He hath never yet forsaken 
One who trusts alone in God ; 

He your life-long debt bath taken, 
And hath paid it with His Blood. 
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WITUOUT ^ONF-Y, ETC. 41 

From yout sins He waits to cleanse you— 
You I the slave by Siitan bound ; 

Messages of love He sends you— 
Where can such a Friend be found ? 

Are yon wck % His vord can heal you. 

Are you weary with the strife ! 
Are you hungry ! He can fill you 

With the HeaTcnly Bread of Life t 

Mw ! it is the time to try it : 
Test Him by Hia written Word ; 

Come, for Ho wil) ne'er deny it ; 
Come to Christ, the Hisen Lord 1 

Do you fear His sharp reproving 
That you did not go before ; 

That you left Him— so unloving- 
Waiting long time at your door t 

He will only smile and greet you, 
Chasing shadows fiom your brow ; 

He will surely run to meet you. 
Saying, " Thou art welcome now T 

By still waters He will lead you, 
In green pastures you shall rest; 

And tiie pierced hands that fteed yon, 
Bear you on His tender breast. 
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LOUD, THOV AB2 MISS I 

Come, oh, come, this day. and try it[ 
JesuB' wonlB are prored and tnie ; 

T;ite His gift, you cannot buy it— 
He liath waited long for you. 



' LOOKINO UNTO JESUSr 

THOU, Lord, my path slialt chocwe, 
And my Guide be I 
What sliall I fear fo lose 

While I have Tiiee t 
niis be my portion blesl, 
On niy Redeemer's hreast, 
In peaceful tnist to rest : 
He carea for me I 

Shall, I then, choose my way { 

Never, oh, no I 
r, a creature of a day, 

What can I know ( 
Wliat dread perpJesity, 
Thee would encompass me ■ 
Not I can look to Thee, 
Tliou orderest bo I 

This lightens every crosa, 
Cheers every ill ; 
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« Loomm vs'ro jksu.s." 

Suffer I grief or I033, 

It is Thj will ! 
WTio can make no mistake, 
CLooseth the way I take ; 
He wlio can ne'er forsake, 

Holds my hand still 1 

Sweet words of peace and love 

Christ whispers me 1 
Bearing my soul above 

Life's troubled seal 

This he my portion blest, 

On my Redeemer's breast 

In peaceful trust to rest : 

He cares for me I 

Christ died my love to win, 
Christ is my tower I 

He will be mth me in 

Each trying hour 1 

He makes the wounded whole. 

He will my heart console, 

He will uphold my soul 

By His own power I 

To Tliee, the only Wise, 

Whatever be, 
I win lift up mine eye« 

Joyful in Thee 1 
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THE SPIRITVAL TEMPLJl. 

Tliis be my portion blest, 
On my Redceiaer's breast 
In peaceful trust to rest : 



THE SPIRITUAL TEMPLE. 

AND wbither came tlieee goodlv etones 
'Twas Israel's pride to raise 
The glory of the former house, 

The joy of ancient daja ; 

Id purity and strength erect, 

In radient splendor bright, 

Sparkling with golden beams of noon, 

Or silver smiles of night t 

Prom coasts the stately cedar crowns 

Each noble slab was brought, 
In Lebanon's deep quarries hewn, 

And on its moimtaiiis wrought ; 
There rang the hammer's heavy stroke 

Among the echoing rocks ; 
There chased the chisel's keen, sharp edge, 

The rude, imshapen blocks. 

Thence polished, perfected, complete, 
Bflch fitted to its place, 
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TBK SFIRITJJAL TEMPLE. 4 

For lofty coping, massive walla, 

Or deep imbedded, base — 
They bore tliem o'er the waves that rollej 

Their billowy swell between 
The sliorea of Tyre's imperial pride, 

And Judah'a hills of green. 

With gradual toil the work went on, 

Through days, and months, and years, 
Beneath the Summer's laughing sun, 

And Winter's frozen tears. 
And thus in majesty sublime 

And noiaeleaa pomp it rose — 
Fit dwelling for the God of peace 1 

A temple of repose. 

Brethren in Christ, to holier things 

The simple type apply ; 
Our God nimself a temple builds, 

Eternal, and on high. 
Of ran'ii.med souls ■ tl eir Zion there — 

That world of liglit and bliss— 
Their Lebanon, the place of toil. 

Of previous moulding — this 1 

From Nature's quarries, deep and dark, 

With gracious aim He hewa 
The stones, the spiritual stones, 

tt picaseth Him to choose. 
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J THE SPIRITUAL TEMPI.K. 

Hard, rugged, slinpeiess at the first, 
Tet destined cadi to shine — 

Ifoulded beneath Hia patient liaad— 
In puriiy divine. 

Oil, glorious process I Bee the proud 

Grow- lowly, gentle, meek ; 
See floods of unaccustomed tears 

Gush down the hardened cheek : 
Perchance the liammer's heavj stroke 

O'ertlirew some idol fond ; 
Perchance the chisel rent in twwB 

Some precious, tender bond. 

Behold, he prays I Whose lips were sei 

In quiet scorn before, 
Sighs for the closet's holy calm, 

And hails the welcome door. 
Behold, he works for Jesas now, 

"Whose days went idly past ; 
Oh, for more mouldings of the Hand 

That works a change so vast I 

Ye locked on one, a well-wro\igbt stone 

A saint of God matured. 
What chieelinga that heart had felt I 

What chastening strokes endured ' 
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ONLT OUR lOVB. 

But marked ye not that last soft touch 

What pGTfect grace it gave, 
Ere Jesus bore His servant home 

Across the darksome wave ? 

Home to the place His grace designed 

That chosen soul to fill, 
In the bright temple of the sayed, 

Upon His holy hill, 
Honie to the jioiHcIessness, the peace 

Of those sweet shrines abore, 
Whose stones shall never be displaced — 

Bet in redeeming love. 

Lord, chisel, chasten, polish ua, 

Each blemish wash away ; 
Cleanse us with purifying hlood. 

In spotless robes array ; 
And thus, Thine image on us stamped. 

Transport us to the shore 
Where not a stroke is ever felt, 

For none is needed more 

ONLY OUR LO VE 
rrO do Tliy holy will ; 
1 To bear Thy cross ; 
To trust Thy mercy still, 
In pain or Igsh ; 
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OSLY OUR LOVE. 

Poor ^fl;3 are tliese to bring, 

Dear Lord, to Thee, 

Who hast done eTerjthing 

For me I 

For Thy belovfid Son 

And precious Word ; 
For all Thj goodDesa donu 

Ou eartli, Lord 1 
For leare that I may live, — 

Blest boon of Thine, — 
What recompense can give 

This heart of mine ? 

Wliat, lor Thy glorious eartt,— 

Thy stars and flowers { 
What, for Thy seasons' birth. 

Kind Lord of ours \ 
What, for the gentle ones 

Whoso lives I share ? 
For home, and the kindly tone! 

Love whispers there ? 

Thou, Who enthroned above 

Dost hear our call, 
Oh, can our faithful love 

Pay Thee for all J 
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llf THE CLOSET. 

Poor recompense to biing, 

Dear Lord, to Thee, 
Wlio liast done everything 



IN THE CLOSET. 
rpHE air ia stirred with holy life, 
1_ ill eartlily thoughts take wing; 
Hushed be the tumult of my heart, 
1 hear the angeU aing. 

Tea I o'er my bowed aud weop.ug head, 

I feel their waving wings, 
While mercy-drops are falling round, 

Drops from the heavenly springs. 

And softly from the holy hazu 
Falls fortli the woid of cheer : 

" Speak, troubled soul, what is thy need t 
Jesus Himself is here I" 

"My Lord and Ood !" my soul .epliea, 

" I hear Thy gracious call ; 
No need have I, since Thou axt here, 

ThoTj vt my all in all I 
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AND TEET SHALL SEE BIS FACS. 

'■ Oh, let me ever here repose 
Upon Thj 3oothmg hreast ; 

For HOW I know how blissfully 
Tby wearj- ones find rest 1" 



I..V SUFFEKINQ 

FATHER, Thy will, not mine, be done; 
So prayed on earth Tby sntferbg Son 
So in His name I pray. 
The spirit faints, the fiesh is weak, 
Thy help in agony I seek— 
Oh, taie this cup away I 

If Buch be not Thy sov'reign will, 
Thy wiser purpose then fulfill ; 

My wishes I resign , 
Into Tliy hands my soul commend, 
On Thee for life or death depend; 

Thy wil. be done, not mine. 



AND THEY SMALL SEE HIS FACE. 

WHAT must it be to direll above. 
At God'3 right hand, where Jesus reigns. 
Since the sweet earnest of His love 
O'erwhelms us on these dreary plains 1 
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IS THE OTHER WORLD. { 

No heart can tliink, no tongue eiplain, 
What Miss it is with Chiist to reign. 
WJien sill no more ohatmcts O'lr sight, 

Wlien sorrow pains our heart no more. 
How shall we view the Prince of Light, 

And ail His works of gracs explore 1 
What heights and depths of love Divine 
Will there through endless ages shine 1 
Well, He has fixed the happy day 

When the last tears will wet our eyce. 
And God shidl wipe all tears away, 

And fill us with Divine surprise 
To hear His voice, and see His face, 
And feel Ilia infinite embrace 1 
This is the Heaven I long to know , 

For this, with patience, I would wait, 
Till, weaned from earth and all below, 

I mount to my celestial seat, 
And wave my palm, and wear my crowu. 
And, with the elders, cast them down. 



IN TUK OTHER WORLD. 

IT lies around us like a cloud — 
A world we do not see ; 
Yet tlie sweet closinj,' of an eye 
May bring uB there to be. 
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ly THE OTHER WORLD. 

Ita gentle breezes fan our cheek; 

Amid oar worUily cares 
Its gentle voices whisper lo -e. 

And mingle with our prajera. 

Sweet hearts arouud us throb anil heat, 
Sweet helping hands are stiiTed, 

ind palpitates the veil between 
With breathings almost heard. 

rhe silence— awful, sweet, and calm — 
They have no power to break ; 

For mortal words are not for them 
To utter or partake. 

So thin, so soft, so sweet thej glide, 
So near to press they seem — 

Thej seem to lull us to our reat^ 
A;id melt into our dream. 

And in the hush of rest they bnng 

Tis easy now to see 
How lovely, and how sweet a pass, 

Tlie hour of death may be. 

To close the eye, and close the ear, 
Wrapped in a trance of bliaa, 

And gently dream in loving anna 
To swoon to that— from this. 
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CHRisi Rises. 

Scarce knowing if we wiike or sleep, 
8caTce asking where we are, 

To feel all evil sa>\ away, 
All Borfow and all care. 

Sweet rfouls around us ! watcli ti3 still 

Press nearer to our side, 
Into our thoughts, into our prajera, 

With gentle helpings glide. 

Let death between us he as naught, 
A dried and vanished stream : 

Your joy bo the reality. 
Our suffeiing life the dream. 



CHRIST RISEJf. 

THE foe behind, the uecp before, 
Our hosts have dared and past tLe sen; 
And Pharoah's warriors strew the shore, 
And Israel's ransomed tribes are free. 
Lift up, lift up your voices now ! 
The whole wide-world rejoices now 1 
The Lord hath triumphed gloriously I 
ITie Lord shall reign victoriously I 
Happy morrow, 

Into peace and niirtli I 
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CSniST RISES. 

Bondage ending. 
Love descrending 

O'er the earth I 
Seals Bsauring, 
Guard's securing 

Watch his cartlJy piiaon, 
Seals are shattered. 
Guards are scattered, 

Christ hath risen ! 



Ho longer must the mottrners weep, 
Nor call departed Christians dead ; 

For death is hallowed into sleep 
And every grave becomes a bed, 

Eden's door 
Open stands to mortal eyes ; 
For Christ hatJi risen, and luen shall riM ; 

Now at last. 

Old thiiigs past, 
Hope, and joy, and peace begin : 
For Christ hath won, and men shall win. 

It 15 not exite, rest on high : 
It is not sadness, peace from Btriffe : 

To feil asleep is not to die ; 
To dwell with Christ is better life. 
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mMANUS.ES LAND. 

Wliere our banner learla Ufl, 

We may safely go ■ 
Where our Chief precedes us, 

We may face the foo. 

He will guiJe U3 through ; 
Christ hath gone before us ; 
Christians I follow you 1 



eiOEV DWELLETH /jV IM^ANUEVS 
LAND* 



THE sands of time are sinking, 
The dawn of Heaven breaks, 
Tlio Summer mom Tve sighed for, 
The fair sweet mora, iwakea ! 



■ EBDiue! Euthpjford, t dim of groat lairping snd talents. WM 
Brat t. l?i-ofesBor in lie UnirersLty of Eainljnrgb. then minister 

Dned !<it the naroe of Joans. Hie dealh-bed was aa rematkable 
u bis life had l«cn. Boine of Ms aj'fiig oxpreaaion! nte pre- 
lervoa by Mr. Flamirg in his FuifiUing qf 3oHptui-e, wiip IbiM 
Dopcludea his Barmllye; " Anil thna, ful! of the Spirit, yetae It 
were, overcome wiili aeoBible enjoymeni, be breathed obt hti 
»ul, hie last woida being! 'Glory, glory dwellelh in Immui- 
.el'tlmdV- 
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IMHAXUEUS LASD. 

D.irk, dark bath been the midnigh^ 
But dayspring is at hand, 

And glory — gloi7 dwelleth 
In ImiuanuerB land. 



Oil, well it if 

Oh, well tor e' 
My nest hung in no foreat 

Of all this death-donmed sliorc. 
Tea, let the vain world vanibh, 

Aa from the ship the strand, 
While glory — glory dwelleth 

In Inunaiiuers land. 



TheR tie Red Rose of Sharou 

Unfolds its heartsome bloom 
And fills tbe air of Heaven 

With ravishing perfumt : 
Oh, to behold it blossom. 

While by its fragrance faanca 
Wliile glory— glory dwelleth 

Li Immanuel'a land. 



The King tliero, in liis bea.utv-, 
Without a vail, is seca ; 
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mMASVEL'S LAND. 

It were a well-spent journey, 
TliougTi seven deatbs laj fietween. 

Tlie Lamb, witli His fair aiiny, 
Dotb on Mount Zion stand, 

And gloi7— gloi7 dwelleth 
In Lnmanuel's Land 



Oh, Christ Ho is the FountMn, 

Tlie deep sweet well of love I 
The streams on earth I've tasted, 

More deep I'll drink above : 
There, to an ocean fulness, 

Hia mercy doth expand, 
And glory— glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 



E'en Anworth was not heaven — 

E'en preaching was not Clirirt ; 
And in my sea-heat prison 

My Lord and I held tryst : 
And aye my murkiest stiirm-clond 

Was by a rainbow spanned. 
Caught from the glory dwelling 

In Immanuel's land. 
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IMMASnEUS LAND 



But tliat He buiit u hearen 

Of His Burpassing loye, 
A tittle New Jerusalem, 

Like to tLe one aboTe— 
" Lord, take me o'er the water," 

Had been my loud demand ; 
" Take me to love's own eountrj, 

Unto Lnmanuel's land." 

VIII. 

But flowers need night's cool darL-noa^ 

The moonlight and the dew ; 
So Clirist, from one who loTed it, 

His shining oft withdrew : 
And then, for cause of absence, 

My troubled soul I scanned— 
But glory, shadeless, shincth 

In Immanuel's land. 



The little birds at Amrorth 

I used to court them blest — 
Now, beside happier altara 

I go to build my nest : 
O'er these there broods bo siience, 

No graves around tbim st»iid, 
For glory, deathless, dwcllctli 

la Imraanuel's land. 
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IMMANUEL'S LAH/D. 



Pair Anworth by the Solway, 

To me tliou still art dear 1 
E'en from the verge of Heaven 

I drop tor tlice a tear. 
Ob, if one aoul from Anwortb 

Meet me at God'a right hand, 
My heaven will be two heavens 

In Immanuel's land. 

fve wrestl'Hi on toward Heaven, 

'Gainst storm, and wind, and tide 
How, like a weary traveler, 

That leanetii on his guide, 
Amid the shades of evening, 

While Mnka life's lingering sand, 
I hail the glory dawning 

From Immanuel'a land. 

Deep waters crossed life's pathway, 

The hedge of thorns was sharp : 
How, these lie all behind me— 

Oh, for a well-timed harp ! 
Oh, to joic Hallelujah 

With yon triumphant baud. 
Who sing, where glory dwelleth, 

Id Immanud's land 
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/MMA^UFUS LAUD. 

Witt loeroy and with judgment 

My weh of time He wove, 
And aye the dews of sorrow 

Were luatered with His love : 
"!1 bless the Hand that guided, 

I'll blesa the Heart that planned, 
When throned where gloiy dwelleOi, 

In Inunanuel'a land. 

3IV. 

Soon shall the cup of glory 

Wash down earth's bitterest wueg^ 
Soon sliall the desert's brier 

Break into Eden's rose ; 
The eurse shall change to blessing— 

The name on earth that's banned 
Be graven on the white stone 

In InHnanuei's land. 

Oh, r am my Beloved's, 

And my Beloved is mine 1 
He hriiiga a poor yilc sinner 

Into Hb " house of wino I" 
I stand upon His taunt, 

I know DO safer stand, 
Not e'en where glory dwelleth 

In Immanuers land. 
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IMMASaEL'S LASD. 



I bLoII steep soudcI in Jesus, 

Pillfcd with nia likeness rise, 
To live and to adore Him. 

To see Him witli tlicse eyes: 
"Tween mo aad resurrection 

But Paradise dotli stand ; 
Tlicn— then for glory dwelling. 

In luimanuel'a land. 



Tlie bride eyes not her garments, 

But her dear bridegroom's face ; 
I will not gaze at glory, 

But on my King of Grace — 
Not at the crown lie giveth, 

But on His pierctd hand : 
The Lamb is all the glory 

Of Imraanuel's land. 



I have borne acorn and hatred, 

I have home wrong and shamo 
Earth's proud ones bare reproached me, 

For Christ's tlirice-b! eased name; 
Where God's seal set the fairest, 

They've stamped their foulest brand; 
But judgment shines like noonday 

In Immanuera land. 
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SCrSELF I COMS QUIOFLT 



SURELT I COME QUICKI.Y 

O'ER the distant mountains breaking^ 
Comes the reddening dawu of day j 
Rise, my soul, from sleep awakinc, 
Rise and sing, and watch, and praj,— 

"ria thy Saviour, 
On His hriglit retumiag way. 

O Thou long-expected, weary 
Waits my anxious soul tor Thee t 

Life 13 dark, and earth is dreary. 
Where Thy light I do not see. 

O my Sayiour, 
When wilt Thou return to me I 

Long, too long, in sin and sadness, 

Far away from Thee I pine ; 
Wlien, oh, when shall I the gtadne«i 

Of Thy Spirit fee) in mine I 
O my Siiviour, 

Wten shall I be wholly Thme I 

Heaven is my soui's salvation ; 

Spent the aight the day at hand ; 
Keep me in my lowly station, 

Watching for Thee, till I stand, 
O my Saviour, 

In THj bright and promised land ! 
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"BB eOETB BEFORE TBEW e 

WiBi my lamp well trimmed and baming, 
Swift to hear, and alow to roam, 

Watching for Tliy glad returning, 
To restore me to my home, 
Come, my Saviour — 
my Saviour, quickly come I 



"BE GOETH BEFORE THEM." 

THE winds blow fierce across the barren wild ; 
The storm-clouds gather darkly on our way ; 
'TJs cold 1 But, oh, that loying face and mild, 

Which goes before 1 fheTe first the shadows stay 
And tempests roach Him first, our Sliepterd there 
What He endures sliall we complain to bear ? 

The night comes on— 'tis dark I the stars are dim, 
We cannot see the way ! But, oh, that form 

Wliich goes before I the night comes _^™( to Him ■ 
And darkness first is His,— as was the storm t 

Shall we shrink bick, or tremble to go on, 

Where He, our Sliepherd, first for ua hath gone I 

The way is rough, and wearying steeps arise; 

And thorns are tliere to wound our aching feet. 
But, oh, those sacred footsteps, firm and wise, 

Wliich go before ! thej first the roughness meet. 



uGoogIc 



64 " ffff QOETB BEFOKE THEM." 

And briers reach them first ' Oh, shall we dread 
To bear Sw cross— to walfe where lit liath led % 

The stream is reached ;^thG river dark and cold ; 

The wavea are high I But, oh, that mighty One, 
Who goes before I — the billows o'er Jlim, rolled ; 

Ue crossed the waters first, and shall we shim 
The fiaal anguish wlijch our Shepherd bore t 
His hand shall guide us to the other shore 1 

He goes "befwe ! And so we may not look 
Backward at all, but onward evermore ; 

Keeping in sight the blessed path He took, 
Patient to bear each cross He meekly boro { 

Trusting His Tvisdom in the darkest hour; 
ing every trial through His power I 



He goes before ! a shield against the storm : 
A shadow in the noon-day,— lights at night ; 

In danger's hour, there is the Shepherd's form 
But just beyond ; though fears may dim oi 
sight, 

Oh, earthly flock, fear not forevermore I 

Where'er we walk, oui Shepherd " goes before." 
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niS NAME 

WONDERFUL 1 round whoso birth-borj 
Prophetic song, miraculous power, 
Cluster and hum, Kke star and flower. 

Those marveloua rays that at Thy will, 
From the closed Heavea which is so chill, 
So passionless, stream'd round Thee still, 

Are but as broken gleams that start, 
O Light of lights, from Thj deep heart, 
Thjself, Thyself, the Wonder art I 

O Counselor 1 four thousajid years. 
One question, tremulous with tears, 
One awful question, veied our peers. 

They ask'd the vault, but no one spoke ; 
They aak'd the depth, no answer woke ; 
They ask'd their hearts, that only broke. 

rhey look'd, and sometimes on the height 
Far iiff they saw a haze of white, 
Tiiat was a storm, but look'd like light. 

The secret of the years is read. 
The' enigma of the quick and dead 
By the cluld-yoic« interpreted. 
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everiastiny Fatlier, God 1 

Sun after sun neat down, aad trod 

Race after race tlie green earth's sod. 

Till gcneratioiis seemed to be 
But detid warea of an endless sea, 
But dead leavea from a deatlileaa ttev. 

But Thou hast come, and now we know 
Each wave hath an eternal flow, 
Each leaf a lifetime after anow. 

Prince of Peace I crown'd, yet discrown 'a, 
They say no war nor battle'^ sound 
Was heard the tired world around ; 

They say the honr that Thou didst come 
Tlic Inarapet'a Toice was stiicken dumo, 
And no one beat the battle-drum. 

Yea, still as life to them that mark. 
Its poor adventure seems a bark, 
Whose track is pale, whose sail is datli , 

Thou who art Wonderful dost fling 
One ray, till like a sen-bird's wing 
The canvas is a anowy thing, — 
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Till the dork boat is tura'd to gold, 
The suulit-silTer'd ocean rolled 
With anthems tliat are new and old, 

With noble path of luminous ray 
From the boat aianting all the way, 
To the island of undying day. 

And still as clouding quoations swarm 
Around our hearts, and dimly form 
Their problems of the mist and storm ; 

And still as ages fleet, liut franglit 
With syllables, wheieby is wrought 
The fullness of the Eternal thought ; 



And when not yet in God's 

The smoke drifts from the embattled lin« 

Of warning hearts that would be Thine I 

We bid our doubts and passions cease, 
Our restlesii fears be still'd with these-' 
Conns ihw, Ffltlier, Prince of Peace 1 
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THE E'HS BBlIiGS A' MAUE. 



THE li'EN BRIXaS A' RAMB. 

UPON tlie hilla tiie wind ia sharp and wild. 
The awect young grasses wither on tlie w<ild, 
And we, Lord I have wander'd from Thj fold j 
But evening bringa ns home. 

Among tlie mists we stumbled, and the rocks 
Where the brown lichen whitens, and tije fox 
Watches the straggler from the scattered flocks ; 
But evening brings us home. 

Tlie sharp tioros prick «3, and our tender feet 
Are cut and bleeding, and the lambs repeat 
Tlieir pitiful complaints — oh, rest is sweet 
When evening brings us home. 

We huve been wounded bj the hunters' daria; 
Our ejea are very heavy, and our hearts 
Bearch for Thy coming— when tlie light depattjs 
At evening, bring us home. 

The darkness garners. Through the gloom no sfai 
Rises to guide na. We have wancler'd far— 
Without Thy lamp we know not where we are ; 
At evening bring us home. 
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SSOCSIAG, BV£R SH/OCKma. 69 

The clouds are round us, and the enow-drifta 

thicken : 
Thou, dear Shepherd 1 leaTe ns not to siclfen 
In the waate night ; our tardy footsteps (quicken, 

At evening bruig us home. 



KNOCKIXG, EVER KNOCKING. 

IBiiggeBtcabjHnnfsPictareof the-LionroVTHB WoaLU j 

" fleloW, 1 stand at ihi dear and bnocic /" 

R NOCKING, knocking, ever knocking ! 
Who is there ! 
'Tis a pilgrim, strange and kingly, 

NeveF such was seen before ; — 
Ah, sweet soul, for such a. wonder 
"Undo the door. 

No 1 that door is hard to open ; 
Hinges rusty, latch is Iwoken ; 

Bid Him go. 
Wherefore, with that knocking dreary 
Scare the sleep irom one so weary ? 

Say Uim— no. 

Knocking knocking, CTcr knocking I 

Wbatl Still there! 
Oh, sweet soul, but once behold Him, 
With the glory -crownfid hwi ; 
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KNOCKINQ, EVER KmcSmS. 

And those eyes, so strange anil tender, 

Waiting tliete ; 
Open ! Open I Once belioKl JTim — 

Him, so fair 1 

All, tliat door I Wliy wilt Thou res me, 

Coming ever to perplex me ? 

For tiie Iiey is atifiiy rusty, 

And the l)olt is clogg'd and duaty; 

Many-finger' d ivy vine 

Seals it faat with twist and twine ; 

Weeds of years, and years before, 

Choke the passage of that door. 

Knocking, knocking I What? Still knocking 1 

He stili there 1 
What's the hour ? The night is waning — 
Id my heart a drear complaining. 

And a chilly, sad unrest 1 
Ah, this knocking 1 It disturbs me 1 
Scares my sleep with dreanu unhiest I 

Give me rest : 

Rest— ah, rest I 

Best, dear soul, He longs to give theo ; 
Thou hast only dieam'd of pleagnre — 
Dream'd of gifts and golden treasure — ■ 
Dream'd of jewels in tliy keeping, 
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JACOB'S LADDER. 



WakcJ to weariness of Treepiug j — 
Open t<) thy soul's one Lover, 
And thy night of dreams is over, — 
The true gifts lie brings have seeming 
Mijre than all thj faded, dreaming 1 

Old she jpen t Doth she ? Will she I 
So, as wondering we heboid, 
Grows the picture to a sign, 
Press'd upon your soul and mine ; 
For in every breast that liveth 
Is that strange mysterious door; — 
The forsaltcn and betangled, 
Ivy-gnarled and weed-bej angled, 
Dusty, rusty, and forgotten ;— 
There the piercCd hand still knocketit, 
And with ever patient watching, 
With the Had eyes true and tender, 
With the glory-crownfd hair,— 
StU! a God is waiting there. 



J A COB'S LABDER. 

AH 1 many a time we look on starlit-nights 
Up to the sky, as Jacob did of old ; 
Look longing up to the eternal lights. 
To spell their lives of gold. 
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»2 JACOB'S LAVDER. 

But uever more, as to the Hebrew boj, 

Kach OD his way the Augek walk abroad, 
And never more we hear, with awful joy, 
Tho' audible voice of God. 

Vrl, to pure eyes the ladder still ia set, 

And Aogel Tisitants still come and go ; 
Many bright messengers are moving yet 
Prom the dark world below. 

Thoughts, that are surely Faith's outspreading 



Prayers of the Church, aye keeping time and 

Heart-wishes, making bee-like murmurings. 
Their flower the Eucharist 

Bpirits elect, through suffering render'd meet 

For those high mansions— from the nursery-doot 
Bright babes that seem to climb with clay-cold 
feet. 
Up to the Golden Floor— 

These are the mesaengers, forever wending 
From earth to Heaven, that faith alone maj 

rhtse arc the Angels of our God, ascending 
Upon the Bon of Man 1 
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M A R A JI. 

G\ OD aciii^a us bitter, tliat the sweet, 
r Bj absence known, may aweettt prove; 
As doik for liglit, as coid for heat, 
Brings greater love. 

God seuds iis bitter, as to show 

Ue can liotb sweet and bitter send ; 

TUat both the might and love we know 

Of our great Friend. 

He seuds us bitter, lest too gay 

We wreathe around our heads tJie rose, 
And count our right, what Heaven ea:h (iiq 
A^ alms bestows. 

God sends us bitiw, lest we fail 

That bitterest Grief aright to prize 
W!ii';h did for all the world avail 
In His own eyi^s. 

God sends us bitter, all our sms 
Embittering ; yet so tdudly sends, 
TLe path that bitterness begins 
In sweetness end*. 
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* U--. RAS. 

He socda m bitter, that Heaven's sweet, 
Earth's bitter o'er, may sweeter tasta: 
As Canaan's ground to Israel'a feet, 
For that great waste. 

Our passions murmur and rebel, 

But Faith criea out unto tlic Lord, 
And prayer hy patience worketh well 
Its own reward. 

Pot, if our heart the lesson draws 

Aright, by bitter chastening taught, 
To keep Hia statutes and His laws 
Even as we ought. 

He openeth our eyes to set 

(Eyes that our pride of heart had sea Id) 
Tht sweetness of Life's heavenly Tree, 
And grief ia heal'd. 

And lo I liefore us in the way 

Wo view the fountains and the (lalms. 

Ami drink, and pitch cur tents, and stay 

Singing Bwoet psalms. 
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PEU PAJEM AD LTTCEU. ?« 

PER PACEM AD LUCEM. 

I DO not ask, Lord ! tbat life may to 
A pleasant road ; 
I do uot ask tliat Thou wouldst take from rae 

Aught of its load ; 
I do not aak that flowera should always Bpring 

Bcneatli my feet ; 
1 know too well tbe poison and the sting 

Of things too aweet. 
For one tiling only, Lord, dear Lord I I plead : 

Lead me aright — 
Though strength should falter, and thoagh heart 
should bleed — 

Through Peace to Light 

I do not ask, O Lord I that Thou shomdsl Bhfcd 

Full radiance here; 
Gire but a ray of Peace, that I may tread 

Without a fear. 
1 do not ask my cross to understand, 

My way to see,— 
Belter m datknesa just to feel Thy Hand, 

And follow Thee. 
Joy ifl like restless day, but Peace Dirine 

Like quiet niglit 
Lead mo, Lord I till perfect Day shall shin^ 

Through Peace to Light. 
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"EVES AH TRUC WILT." 



SVEN AS THOU WILT." 
A.VE moTcy on me, Lord I" 
She I'oilowett Him, and cried ; and wbaa 

No answer, follow'd, crying Btill tlie same, — 
" Have mercy on me. Lord 1" 

" Send her away," tliey said — 
They who should be dispensers of His grace, 
Would have Him turn from her who sought Pti 

" Send her away," they said. 

He spote their thought aloud — 
"^ It ia not meet to take the children's bread 
And cast it to the doga " — as if He said, 
"How poor ye are and proud," 

" Yea, Lord 1 and yet the dogs 
Eat of the crumbs that from the children WX' 
6he pleaded—" and there is enough for aU — 

For children and for dogs." 

And He to her replied, 
•* Even as Thou wilt, so be it unto Thee. 
Thy htart the meaaure of the grace shall be 

From my rich store auppJied." 
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THE TWO SUSSETS. 

Slie had the thing she would — 
Lord 1 if I dip my cup into the sea, 
It rista full. Such cup each bouI may bo, 

Such Opcan is Thy good 1 



THE TWO SUNSETS. 
"VTO bird-song floated down the hill, 
jS The tangled bank below was still ; 

No rustle from the birchen stem, 
Ho ripple from the water's hem. 

The dusk of twilight round us grew 
We felt the fallmg of the dew ; 

For, from us, ere the day was done. 
The wooded hills shut out ihe eun. 

But on the river's farther side, 
W( saw the hill-tops glorified ; 

A tender glow, exceeding fair, 
A ircom of day without its glare. 

With us the damp, the chill, the gloom; 
With thera the sunset's rosy bloom; 
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B TBB TWO SITM'FTS. 

WLile dark, tlirougli willowy vistas seen, 
Tile river rolled in shade between. 

Prom out tlie darkness, where we trod, 
We gazed upon those Lilla of God, 

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun ■ 
We spako not, but our thought was one. 

We paused, as if from that bright shore 
Beekoned our dear ones gone before ; 

And stilled oar heating hearts to hear 
The voices lost to mortal ear I 

Sudden our pathway turned from night ; 
The lulls swung upen to the light ; 

Thro' their green gates the sunshine showed 
A long, slant splendor downward flowed. 

Down glade, and glen, and bank it rolled : 
It bridged the shaded sti'cam with gold, 

And, Dome on piers oi mist, allied 
The uhadowj with the sunlit side J 

" 80," prajed we, " when our teet -^raw near 
The river, dark with mortal fear, 
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WSr VOST THOU WAIT? 

Aad the night cometh, chill with dew, 
O Father I let Thy light break through 1 

80 let the hills of douht diyide. 

So bridge with faith the sunless tid« 1 

80 let the eyes that fail on earth 
On Th J eternal hills look forth ; 

And, in Thy beckoning angels, know 
The dear ones whom we loved below I" 



WHY DOST THOU WAITF 

POOR trembling lamb I Ah, who outside the 
fold 
Haa bid thee stand, all weary as thou art J 
Dangers around thee, and the bitter cold 

Creeping and growing to thine inmi^t heart ; 

Wlia bid? thee wait till some mysterious feeling, 

Thon know'st not what— perchance may neve/ 

Shall find thee where in darkness thou art kneel' 

■ng, 

And fill thee with a rich and wondrous glow 

Of love and faith ; and change to warmth an^ 

light 

The cfailt and darkness of thy spirit's night f 
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80 WAT DOST THOU WAITT 

For tniraclea tike tliis, who bida thee wait ? 

Behold, » The Spirit and the Bride say, Come T 
Tlie t«uder Shepherd opens wide the gat«, 

Anil in His love would gently lead thee home, 
Why ahouldst thou wait ? Long centuries ago. 

Thou timid lamb, the Shepherd paid for thee. 
Tnou art His own. Wouldst thou Hia beautj 

Nor trust the love which yet thou caust not see t 
Thou hast not learned tliis tessoa to receive ; 
More bless'd are they wlio sec not, yet believe. 

Btill dost thou wait for feeling ? Dost thou say, 

" Fain would I love and trust, but hope is dead ; 
I have no faith, and without faitli, who may 

Best ill the blessing wliich is only shed 
Upon the faithful ! I muat ataad and wait" 

Not ao. The Sliepherd does not ask of thee 
Faith in thy faitii, but only faitii in Him. 

And thia He meant in saying, " Come to Me l" 
[q light or darkness seek to do His will, 

And leave the work of faith to Jesus still. 
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TSE EVERLASTISQ MEMORIAL. 



THE EYERLASTINQ MEMORIAL 

UP itnd away, like the dew of the morning, 
That soars from the earth to its home in the 

Su let me steal away, gently and lovingly, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Sly name, and my place, and my tomb all fo^ 
gottfln. 

The brief race of time well and patiently ruii, 
So let me pass awaj, peaceftilly, silently, 

Only remembered by what I hare done. 

Gladly away from this toil would 1 hasten, 
Up to the crown that for me has been won ; 

Unthougbt of by man in rewards or in praises, — 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Dp and away, like the odors of sunset. 
That sweeten the twilight as darkness comee 

So be my life,— a thing felt but not noticed, 
And I but remembered by what I hare done. 

yes, [ike the fragrance that wanders in freshness, 
When tbe flowers that it came from are closed 
up and gone ; 



uGoogIc 



82 ™F EVERLASTim MEMOBIAL. 

80 would I be to this world's weary dwellers, 
Only remembered by wLat I have dooe. 

Needs there the praise of the love-written recor<l. 

The name and the epitaph grared 011 the stone 1 

The tilings we have lived for,— let them be out 

We ourselves but remembered by wliat we hare 



I Deed not be missed, if my life has been bearing 
(As its Sammer and Autumn moved silently on) 

The bloom, and the fmit, and the seed of its season ; 
I shall still be remembei-ed by what I have done. 

I need not be missed, if another succeed me. 
To leap down those fleids which in Spring I 
have sown ; 
He who plowed and who sowed is not missed by 
the reaper, 
He is only remembered by what he has donti. 

Not myself, but the truth that in life I have 

Not mysiU, but the seed that in life I havu 

Shall pass ou to ages,— all about me forgottea, 
Save the truth I have spoken, the things I have 
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THE TWO VILLAGES. % 

Bo let my lining be, so ha my dyiog ; 

80 let my name lie, unblazoned, unknown ; 
[Jnpraiaed and uumissed, I sliall still be reraen 

Yes,— but remembered by -.Thiit I have done. 







THE TWO VILLAGES 
VEE the river on the hill 
Lieth a village white aad still ; 
All around it the forest-treea 
Shiver and whisper in the breeze ; 
Over it sailing shadows go 
Of soaring hawk and screaming crow, 
And mountain grasses, low and sweet, 
Grow in the middle of every street. 

Over the river under the hill 
Another village liotli still ; 
Tliere I see in the cloudy iiigtn 
Twinkling stars of household light, 
Fires tljat gleam from the smithy's Aotx, 
Mists that curl on the river's shore ; 

For the wheels that hasten to and fto. 

In that village on the hUl 
Never ia sourd of smithy or mill 
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84 THE WAYSIDJS ffATCRSB. 

The Qousca are thatched witli grass aoil Rowere, 

Never a clock to tell the hours ; 

The marlile doora are aiwaja shut; 

You may not enter at hall or hut : 

All the Tillage lie asleep ; 

Never a grain to sow or reap ; 

Never in dreams to moan or sigh, 

Bilent, and idle, and low they lie. 

In that village under the hill, 
When the night is starry and stiU, 
Many a weary soul in prayer 
Looks to the other village there, 
And weeping and sighing, longs to go 
Up to thai home, firom this below ; 
Longs to sleep by the forest wild. 
Whither have vanished wife and child, 
And heareth, praying, this answer fall— 
" Patience ! that village shall hold ye al'. V 

THE WAYSIDE WATCHER. 
££ i LL the day you sit here idle, 

A. And the Master at the door I 
The IJslds are white to harvest, 

And our labor almost o'er. 
Tou are dreaming, you are dreaming • 

Time is gliding fast away ; 
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TJIE WAfSWE OTATOnER. 

Bee 1 the eTontide is waning, 
Soon shall break eternal day." 

"Brother, mj hand is feeblu, 

Mj strength is well-nigh spent : 
I saw you all at noon-day. 

And I marked the way ye went 
I cried, ' God's blessing on tiem, 

What a favored band Uiey bo ! 
But I'll watch upon the highway, 

God may find a work for mc.'" 

" Yet you tan7, jet jou tarry," 

Said the laborer again, 
" You may idle on the highway, 

And wait all day in vain. 
'Tis easy labor ' waiting ;' 

On the dusty road we tread 
To toil within the vineyard ; 

Qo out and work instead." 

The watcher smiled and answered, 

" 3Iy brother, ia it bo ! 
Who waiteth on the Master, 

The Master's will shall know. 
He hath taught me one sweet lesson, 

1 have learnt it not too late, 
There ia service for the feeblest 

Tlial only stand and wait." 
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TSE WAT.flDK WATCHBB. 

I sat rae by tbe li edge-row. 

No burden could I bear, 
But I often tbougbt^ how blesafid 

In ':be field to bave a abare 1 
Tbe loving Maat«r wliisijered. 

Througb the often loneij day, 
" Still wait on Me, thou weak ono, 

The lame shall take the prey." 

Not long I tarried watching : 

A wayfarer drew nigh, 
He waa weary, sari, and hungry, 

For tbe glowing sun waa high. 
His foot ia^ed faint and fainter, 

His ejea were downward cast; 
That laborei by mj lattice 

At early morn had passed. 

I drew liini 'neatb the trellis 

Of the vine's inviting shade, 
Down by the soft green pasture 

Our Shepherd's love hath made, 
I fetched him fLoiii the streamlet 

P'resli w^ter for bis feet, 
I spread the bread before hiia. 

And bade him rest and eaL 

He bathed in tbe bright fountain, 
Aud then refreshed and strong. 
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TBE WjrS/DE WATCBSE. 

Ho jouiTitjed on rejoicing : 
You could hear his happy sonj;, 

Where, on the dusty wayside, 
Tlie traveler had heen, 

Stood One, in heaTi:T)ly heauty, 
With more than regal mien. 

"I thank thee,'- said the Stranger, 

" For all thy cares afford. 
For rest, and food, and welcoiue, 

Beside thy simple board." 
" Nay, Lord," I said, " what succo( 

Have I bestowed on Thee ?" 
" Thy service to my servant 

Hath all been aone to Me." 

Oh, it was well worth watching, 

A Summer's day alone ; 
Well worth the weary wailing, 

To hear His awcet " Welt done P' 
la it too small a matter. 

That in. man's foolish pride 
He scorns one heart to gladden 

For which tlie Saviour died! 

Oh, ever biessi^'d Master 1 

The harvest -field is fair, 
And Thou hast better servants, 

Than Thy weak one, everywhera. 
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THE a^trKIDE WATGRES. 

Thou never hast forsaken 
One waiting by the way ; 

Slill meet me with a promise, 

That the lame shall talie the ptOT, 

From the tangled thicket near m( 

I heard a mouniful cry ; 
A littie child had wiindered 

From the sunny path hard by; 
His hands were torn with briers, 

His hot tears feU like rain ; 
And he wept, lest he should neva 

See his father's face again. 

Close to my heart I drew him, 

And pointed to the sky ; 
I showed him how the dark cloudy 

So slowly sailing by, 
But veiled the bright snn's radiance 

From valley and from hill ; 
For the faithful sun was shining 

In ail his glory still ! 

He ceased to weep, and listened ; 

I soothed his childish woe; 
Then on the way I led him. 

And soon beheld him go 
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THE WAYSIDE WATaHER. 

Back through the green fields singing : 
Sweet was the joyful sound, 

That told the father's welcome, 
And the little wiinderer found 1 

Then on the highway, near mc, 

I saw the Stranger stand — 
Stranger no more I He guided 

The fair child by the hand. 
" 1 thank thee," said He softly, 

" Thou haat not watched in vain ; 
Behold my child returned 

Sate to my arms again," 

What grnce ia Tliine, O Master I 

For work so poor and scant ; 
How glorious is the guerdon 

My loving Lord doth grant I 
I only saw a nuraliug 

Was wandering astray : 
Oh, it is worth cross-bearing 

To wnil for Thee one day ! 

HaTO y(. known the shadows darKen 

On weary nights of pain. 
And hours that seem to lengthen 

Till ibe night comes roimd again t 
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Tlie folded hands seem idle i 
If folded at His word, 

Tis A lioly service, trust me, 
Ii obedience to the Lord. 



Te know the joy of labor 

Within the busy field ; 
But there aro deeper pleasures 

A faithfai heart may yield. 
To willing ones that suffer. 

And listen at His feet, 
From the far-off land God giyetfc 

Tlie fruit of life to eat. 

Brief is mj hour of labor : 

My Lord my lot hath cast ■ 
He giyeth royal wages 

To the first-called as the last. 
1 have seen Him in His heauiy, 

Whik waiting here alone — 
I know Him ever near me, 

For He cannot leave Hb owiu 

None e'er shall lack a service, 
Who only seek His will ; 

And He doth teach His children 
To suffer and be stilL 
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In love's deep fount of treasures 
Such precious things are stored, 

Laid ap for you, blessCid 
That wait upou the Jjordl 



VAST DOWSr BUT NOT DESTROYED. 

MtlCII have I borne, but not as I should bear; 
The proud will unsuhdiicd, the formal prayei 
Tell me Tliou yet wilt ciiide, Tliou canst not spare 

Lord, Thy chastening rod 1 
help lue, Fatlier 1 for my sinful heart 
Back from this discipline of grief would start, 
Unmindful of His sorer, deeper smart, 
Who died for me, mj God I 

Tet if each wish denied, each woe and pain, 
Break hut some link of that oppressive chain 
Which binds ns still to earth, and leaves a stain 

Tliou only canst remove— 
T!ien am I blest— oh, bliss fiism man concealed I 
11 here to Christ, the weak one's tower and shield. 
Mv heail through sorrow be set free to yield 
\ iervice of deep love. 
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ABOUNDING IS HOm. 



ABOUNDING IN HOPE. 
OPE, Christian son] [ in every stage 
Of tliia, thine earthly pilgrimage, 
.et lieavenlj joy thj thouglits engage- 
Abound in liope. 



H 



Hope I though thy lot be want aad woe, 
Tliougb hate's rude stoniis against theeblcw, 
Thy Saviour's lot was such below — 
Abound iu hope. 

Hope ! for to all who meekly bear 
His cross, Ht gives Hia crown to wear; 
Abasement here is glory there — 
Abound in hope. 

IIopo I though thy dear ones round thee d]«s 
Behold with Faith's illumined eye 
Their deathless home beyond the sky — 
Abound in hope, 

Hope I Ibr upon that happy shore 
Sorrow and sighing will be o'er, 
And friends shall meet to part no mor»— 
Abound in hope. 
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Hope through tbo watches of the night : 
Hope till the mon'ow hriug the light : 
llDpt till thy faith be lost in sight- 
Abound in hope. 



BE GIVETH SONGS IN THE NIGHT.'' 
\\J^ praise Thee oft for hours of bUss, 
I T For days of quiet rest : 
But, oh, how seldom do We feel 
That pain and tears are hest 1 

TVe praise Thee for the shining sun, 
For kind and gladsome ways : 

When shall we Icaru, O Lord 1 to sing 
Through weary nights and days. 

We praise Tliee when our path is plain 
And smooth beneath our feet ; 

But fain would learn to welcome pain. 
And call the hitter sweet. 

Whec rises first the blush of hope, 

Our hearts begin to sing ; 
Rat siirely not for this alone 

Should we our gladness bring. 
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Are there no hours of conflict fierce. 

No weary toils and. pains, 
No watchings, and no bitterness, 

Tliat bring tbcir blesafid gains i 

That bring tbeir blessed gains full we^ 

In truer faith and love. 
And patience sweet, and gentleness, 

Prom our dear Home above I 

Teach Thou our weak and wandering Learta 

Aright to read Thy way,— 
ITiat Thou with loving hand dost trace 

Our hiatory every day. 

Then every thorny crown of care 

Worn well in patience now, 
Shall grow o glorious diadem 

Upon the faithful brow ; 

And every word of grief shall change 

And wave a blessed flower, 
And lift its face beneath our feet 

To bless ns every liour ; 

And Sorrow's face shall be unveiled. 

And went last shall see 
Her eyes are eyea of tcndemesa, 

Her speech but echoes Thee I 
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NEAREST AND DEAREST.' 
IT was tLe Sabljatli's blesstd evening hour, 
X And the dusk atilluess of the fire-ht room 
Full on the spirit with a soothing power, 

A spell of holy calm unmixed with gloom. 
The fire-light flickered upon steadfast eyes. 

Brows where the Prince of Peace his seal had set 
Ajid tremulous lips where echoes of the sfeiea, 

Most eloquent in silence, lingered yet. 

At length the musing of one heart found way ; 

" Oh, it is bliss I" she said, " to join the throng 
That fills God's temple on His holy day, 

With the fall harmony of sacred song. 
Surely the soul draws nearest to Him there, 

And bows with holiest awe before His throne; 
Surely the highest bliss of faith and prayer 

Is found within those sacred courts alone !" 

" Nay " said another, ■' not alone ! Our Lord 
Dwells not in temples made with liands. Ht 
lilk 

The lone heights of the everlasting hilis. 
And dwells with all who tremble at Ilis word 1 

And I have felt His bless6d pi"eaence more, 
And cwne-d with Jowliuawe itshalloivina swjw 
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On the Ion* hil!-3ide or the wave-washed shoie, 
Than even in Hia hoaae of prajer to-day." 

Then spake a third—" Oh, friends, ful! weil I know 

The joys ye speak of; but one dearer far 
Comes to me otten in the ceaseless flow 

Of week-day cares, amid earth's din and jar 
When for a moment's breathing-time I pause, 

Saying, ' Master, bless,' and lo ! the while, 
He stands beside me, and my spirit di-aws 

A heaven of rest, and gladness from Hia smile." 

She ceased, and then one answered yet again— 

" Yea, it is always bliaa to feel Him near 
In crowi], or solitude, or aacred fane, 

But never is His presence half so dear 
As when the storms of sorrow o'er us meef. 

And we with hleediog heart and baffled will, 
Faint yet pursuing' struggle to His feet, 

And lay oui- souls before Him, and are still." 

Then all were silent, and my heart said, " Tea, 
Tliou hast well spoken, thou doat well to prize, 

Higher than any bliss beneath the skies, 
The faith that clings and trusts Him'though He 

This is the one note in the song of praise 
Rolling frojn all creation round the throne. 
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Thst only Imman liearta sore tried c: 
And eyei) thej in this brief life al 



w 



WEEP li'OT FOR HER! 
EBP not for Uor, for she liath eroaaed tUe 



We almost saw Eim, meet her on tlie shore, - 
\fld lead Lci through the golden gates, where 

Sorrow or death can enter any more. 

Weep not for her, that she hath reached before us 
The safe, warm Ljhelter of her long-loved home ; 

Weep not for her, ahe may be bending o'er ua, 
la quiet wonder when we too shall come. 

Weep not for her ; think how she may be kneeling 
Gazing her fill upon the Master's face ; 

4. loving, humble aniilo, but half revealing 
The perfect peace she feels in M<wy'» place. 

But weep for those round whom the fight is 
thronging, 
Wlio stin must buckle heavy armour on. 
Who dare not pray for rest, thougn sore theil 
longing. 
Till oli the weary working day be done. 
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And pray for tliem, tliat tliey, though sii and 

May still witli patience bear the cross Ut sendB, 

And leara that tears, and wouuda, and losses, ouly 

Make peace the sweeter wh.n the warfare eniTs, 



AN OPEN DOOR. 

OH, never say that the door is ahut 
To any watcher weary of sin ! 
Thou, knowest who said, and who aays it still, 

" Ye weary and troubled to rest come in." 
We may stand without till He says, " Too late," 
But Qoti'a is never a fast shut gate. 

And though we have often refused to come. 
And chosen to wander alone iu the night, 

lie follows as home, and at our shut door 
lie knocks, and offers us iove iind light; 

And He aaya to each, " Thou rebellious chiia, 

1 beseech thee thio nighl to be reconciled I" 

And we answer, " O Christ 1 it is cold and ilant, 
And I long to be wanti, and safe, and free, 

But Satan has bound me and locked the door. 
And he holds me back when I touc"!! the key 

He told me once that my home was bright, 

But now I feel it is always night." 
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And we hear a Voice, thougb the door is shut, 
We can catch the weirds though tlie wind is iiiyh, 

As the Holy Spirit unlocks the door, 
And Jesus entera and says, '■ 'Tis 1 1" 

And straightway our fetters broten fall, 

And we Imow that our Saviour haa done it all. 

Theu never say that his door is shut- 
He loved us befcre we bad beard his name; 

Be offered us pardon, and hope, and Heaven, 
And if vie refustd it, is Christ to blame J 

If in unbelief we shut the gate, 

Can we say that Obriat has made us wait ? 

And He knew we were cold and hungry too, 
So He begged iw to come, and be warmed, and 
fed, 

But we passed, and knocked at another door, 
Ajid they gave us a stone when we asked loi 

Tet we said, " No, Lord I we will keep our sin, 
Though Thy door is wide, and there's joy within." 

But He waited still, though we passed Him by ; 
And when all false lights had grown diin H» 

He made us willing to hear His voice, 

And 'twis He tLat tauglit us to love His uamej 
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And He liringa a ligJit tliat no shade can dim, 
Wliiin He dw<!l]3 in us, and we iu Ilim. 



SOKJlOWmo T^T ALWAYS RKJOICI!\0 

\r sorrow is uiimingted here, 
i* But still, in every bitter cup 

Is found the sweet ingredient, hops; 
Who deepest diinks shall find it there. 

Bhal) find it when he neods it moat ; 

For when tlie night doth darkest grow, 

Darkness above, all dark below, 
And taith and hope are all but lost. 

How oft ft gleam of glory sent 
Straight through the deepest, OarKcst nighty 
Has filled tlie soul with liearenly light, 

With holy peace and sweet content I 

Content to wait the will of God, 
To cast on Him the heavy load, 
To walk with Him the weary road 

With patience, leaning on the Lord. 

Content to suAIt and bo stil!, 

Without complaining bear the cross, 
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Endure the pain, accept the loss, 
Of all earth's trcaaurea, if Qod wilL 



Conieut to learn bj sulTfring long, 
In darkness still t<) keep tlie faith ; 
Still triistinff wliat the Saviour salth. 

That perfect weakness may be strong. 

Content to follow where He trod, 
The Man of griefs wlio came to lead, 
ThemsclTes, like Him, all perfected 

Through Buffering, many sons to God. 

Yes I there was one, and only one, 

Unmiugled cup of bitterness ; 

But God, who pitied our distress, 
Gave it to His beloved Soil 

He drank it with the bitter cry, 
" O Father 1 if it so may be, 
1 pray Tliee let it pass from Me ; 

Yet be it as Thou mlt, not L" 

Hadat thou, my soul, been there alone. 
Thou couldst not, if, Uko Him oppreBSe.^ 
Tliat c\ip had to thy lips been pressed. 

Have said witli Him, " Thy will be done 1" 
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Yet from that cup all sweetnesa flows, 
All joy of life, alt liope of Leaven, 
All grace and consolation given 

To aufferera in a world of woes. 



fes 1 acd to Him who drank that cup 
In meek aubmigaion, though uatold 
Its agony ; who can unfold 

Its sweetnesa now, as lifted up 

Far above powei's of Earth or Heaven, 
He sees the fruit His augu-'sh l>ore ; 
He sees the world all dead before. 

Lire in the life He thus hath given I 

And ever as the ages glido 
Hia tide of joy shall onward roll. 
Till He tlic travail of Hb soui 

Shall see, <ind shall bo patisfled. 

Bo every bitter cup of woe 
Shall yield ft blessing at the last, 
And when the hittennris ia past, 

Wilh living sweetness cveiflow. 
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WAirmO FOR SFRINO. 
ITIAITING for Spring 1 Tlie motber, watcliinfi 
IT louelj 

Uy her sict child when all the night is liunib, 

Hearin" no sound save liis hoarse breathing only, 

Saith, ■' He will rally -when the Spriiig-dnya 



Waiting for Spring I Ah, me, all nature tarries 
As motionleaa and cold she lies asleep, 

Wrapt in her green pine robe that neTcr varies, 
Wearing out "Winter by this southern deep. 

The tints nre too unbroken oa the bosom 
Of tkose great woods; we want some ligh!,- 
green shoots ; 

We want the white and red acacij blossom, 
The blue life hid in all these russet roots. 

Waiting for Spring 1 The hearts of men are 
watching 

Each for some better, brighter, f^rer thing 1 
Bach ear a distant sound moat sweet is cati'.hing, 

A herald of the beauty of his spring. 

Waiting for Spring ! The nations in their angor 
Or deadlier lorpoi wrapt, look coward, still 
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Feel A fiit liope through all their strife and Isuguoi, 
And lietter spirits in tbem throb and thrill. 

Waiting for Spring ! Christiana are waiting ever, 
Body and soul by sin and pain Iwwed down ; 

Irfiok for the time when ali these clouds shall seTcr, 
See high above the cross a flowery crown. 

Waiting for Spring 1 Poor hearts ! how oft ye 
weary 

Looking for better things, and grieving mnch I 
Earth litth still, though all her bowers be dreaTj; 

She trusts her God, nor thrills hut at Ilia touch. 

It must be so— tbe man, the soul, the nation, 
The mother by her diild— we wait, we wait, 

Dreaming out futures ; life is eiijectation, 
A grub, a root tbat Jiolds our higher state. 

Waiting lor Spnng— the germ for its perfection, 
Earth tor all charms bj light and color given, 

rbe body for its robe of resurrection, 
Soula for their 8avioux,Christiaas for oir H iaveti 
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WAirmO FOK CHRIST. 
Xy. E wait for TUee, all glorious Oi'0 1 
VV We look for Thine appcaHug , 
We bear Thy name, and on the throne 
"We see Tlij presence cheering. 
Faith even now 
Uplifts its brov;, 
And sees the Lord descending, 
And with Him bliss unending. 

We wait for Tliee through days for.om. 

In patient self-denial ; 
Wc inow that Tliou our guilt hath bora* 
Upon Tliy cross of trial. 
And well may we 
Submit with Thee 
To bear the cross and love it, 
Until Thy hand remove it, 

We wait for Thee ; already Thon 
Hast all our hearts' submission ; 
And though the spirit sees Thee now 
We long 1-ir jpen vision ; 
When ours shall be 
Sweet rest with Thee 
And pure, unfading pleasure 
And life in endless measura. 
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Wt wait for Tliee with certain hope— 

ITie time wiU soon be over ; 

IVilh cliUdisti longing we look up 

Thy giory to discDyer. 

O blias 1 to share 

Ttr triumph there. 

When home, with joy and singing 

The Lord his saints b bringing. 



TRUST AND REST. 

FRET not, poor soul ; while doubt and few 
Disturb thy breast, 
The pitying angols, who can see 
Bow vwn thy wild regret must be, 
8.iy, Trust and rest. 

Plan not, nor scheme, but calmly wait i 

His choice is best ; 
While blind and erring is thy sight, 
Hb wisdom sees and judges right, 

So trust and rest. 

Btnve not. nor struggle ; thy poor might 

Can never wrest 
The meanest thing to serve thy will j 
All vower is His alone ; be still, 

And trust and rest. 
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THE HOUSE OF BOD 



Desire not ; self-love is strong 

Witliin thy breast ; 
And yet lie loves thee hetter still, 
Bo let Him do His loTiag will, 

And trust and rest. 

What dcst thou fear ! His wisdom reigufs 

Supreoie, cootesaed ; 
His [lower is infinite ; His love 
TIij deepest, fondest dreams above, 

So trust and rest 



THE HOUSE OF GOD. 

ONCE slow flnd sad the evemng fei 
On desert path, on lonely dell, 
As, sad and desolate, 
One Iwd him down t« sleep alone, 
nis couch the sand, his pillow alane, 
The moming-tide to wait. 

But gleamed hefore his dazzled e'ght 
A radiance more than morning light, 

From opened portals given ; 
And on his charmGd ear there rung 
4 sound more sweet than matin aoiig— 

The choral hymns of Heaven. 
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Ho eaw the glory of that place, 
Whose light is God the Saviour's fece. 

He saw its dwellers ftiir ; 
And learnt that— desolate, alone, 
A wanderer from his Father's home^— 

God's presence still was there. 

Bo we (though often worn, oppressed, 
We wander, seeking home and rest) 

In sorrow's darkest iiour 
May see, as Jacob saw of old, 
God's sunbeams bright and manifold 

The shades of night o'erpower. 

For not in temple hoar alone, 

In cloistered shade, 'neath sculptured ulono, 

Stands now God's house below ; 
But whcnsoe'cr Hia radiance bright 
Gleams on our darkness and 'tis light, 

His presence we may know. 

Transfigured in His Glory,fair 

The whole earth stands, one honse of prayar- 

One ante-room of Heaven ; 
For surely, though we know it not, 
God's presence is in every spot, 

To those who seek it given. 
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THE JULaMENT-SEAT. 

Then let us atriTe, and work, and wail. 
As tliose who see tliat opened gate— 

TLat gi.»rj in our night ; 
80 that at laat, through Christ the way, 
We, too, may tread ttat land of day, 

Where Qod, the Lord, is light. 



THE CHILD ON THE JUDGMENT-SEAT. 

WHERE hast been toiling all day, sweet-heart, 
Tliat thy brow is biirdened and sad( 
Tht; Master's work may make weary feet, 

But it leaves the spirit glad. 
Was thy garden nipped with the midnight t'oet, 

Or seorched with the mid-day glare ? 
Wore thy yiiies laid low, or thy lilies crashed, 
That thy f^ice is so full of care ) 

« No pleasant garden-ioils were mine I— 

I have sate oa the judgment-seat, 
Where the Master sits at eve and calls 

The children arouad His feet." 

How earnest thou on the Judgment-seat, 
Sweet-heart ( Who set thee there ( 

Tis a lonely and lofty seat for thee. 
And well might fill thee with car& 
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" I climbed on thi! judgment-seat mystlf, 

I haTe fiate there ainuo all diiy, 
For it gr-eved me to see the children aromid 

Idling their hfe away. 

" TJicj- wasted the Master's precious seed, 

They wasted tlie ])reciou3 hours ; 
Tliey trained not the vines, nor gathered the fruits, 

And they trampled the sweet, meek flowers." 

And what hast thou done on the judgmcut-seat, 
Sweet-heart ! What didst thou there f 

Would the idlers heed thy childish voice ? 
Did the garden mend by thy care ? 

" Hay, that grieved mo more ! I called and I cried 

But they leit me there forlorn ; 
My voice was weak, and they heeded noi. 

Or they laughed my words to sairn." 

Ah, the judgment-seat was not for thee I 

The servants were not thine 1 
And the eyes which adjudge the praise and the 
blame, 

Soe further than thine or mine. 

The Voice that shaU sound there a( e^«, sweet 
heart, 
WiJl not raise its tones to be heard. 
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ft will lioah the earth, and hush tbe hearts, 
And none will reaiat its word. 

' Shoiild I see the Master's treasures lost, 
The stores that should feed lEa poor, 

And not lift my voice, be it weak as it may. 
And not be grieved sore !" 

Wait fill the evening falls, sweet heart, 

Wait till the evening falla ; 
rhe Master is near and knoweth all, 

Wait till the Master calls. 

But how fared thy garden-plot, sweet heart, 
Whilst thou sat'st on the judgment-seat; 

Who watered thy roses and trained thy viaei, 
And kept them from careless feet? 

" Nay, that is saddest of all to me ! 

Thatissadiestof alll 
My vines are trailing, luy roses aie parched. 

My lilies droop aiid fall." 

Qo back to Ihy garden-plot, sweet heart I 

Go back till the evening falla I 
And bind thy lilies, and train thy Tin's*, 

Till for tliee the Master calls. 
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Go make thy garden fair as ttou canst, 

Thou workest never alone, 
Perchance he whose plot ia nest to thine 

Will aee it, and mend his own. 

And 1 he nest may copy his, sweet heart, 

Till all grows fair and sweet, 
ind irlipn the Master comes at eve, 

Ilappj faces His coming will greet. 

Tlien shall thy joy be full, sweet heart, 

In the garden so fair to see, 
la the Masters words of praise for all. 

In a look of Hia own for thee ! 



NOW 1 LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEI' 

rtUe quiet nursery ohamoers. 
Snowy pillows yet unpreased. 
Sec the forms of little children 

Kneeling, white-robed, for their rest, 
Al. m quiet nursery chambers, 

While the dusky shadows creep, 

Hear the voices of the children— 

■ Now I lay mo down to sleep." 
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Id the meadow and the mountain 

Caimly shine the winter stars, 
But across the glisteniug lowlands 

Slants the moonlight's silver bars 
In the silence and the darkness, 

Darkness growing still more deep, 
Listen to the little children 

Prajing God their souls to keep. 

" If we die " — so pray tlie children. 

And the mothor'a head drops low ; 
(One from out her fold is sleeping 

Deep beneath tlie winter's snow) ; 
" Take our sools ;" and past the casement 

Flits a gleam of crystal light, 
Like the trailing of his garments, 

Walking evermore in white. 

Little aouls that stasd expectant^ 

Listen at the gates of life ; 
Hearing, faraway, the muimur 

Of the tumult and the strife ; 
We, who fight beneath those banners. 

Meeting ranks of foemen there. 
Find a deeper, broader meaning 

In your simple vesper prayer. 

When your hands shall grasp this standard, 
Which to-day yon watch from far, 
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Will 

Is 
Pray to Him, the God of battles, 

Whose strong eye can never sleep, 
In the warring of temptation, 

Firm and tiue your soula to keeji. 

Wlien the combat ends, and slowly 

Clears the smoke from out the skies, 
Then, far down the purple distanc*, 

All the noise of battle die'i. 
When the last night's solemn shadowa 

Settle down on you and me, 
JiTay the iove that never fajleth 

Take our aouh. etemaJlj. 



THE LIGHT OF THF WORLD. 

PAINTED BY HOLMAK JiTHT. 

IN tho moonlight, when no mumiur jVom tbt 
haunts of men is heard, 
And the river in its sleep flows onward, onward 

ti> the sea, 
And thou sleepest, who art drawing nearer to 

Eternity, 
In the sleace and the stillness comes ^he Word. 
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And Uf kaocketh at tliy portiil, but tliou dreiwii- 

est in the night 
Thai the flitting bat 13 oaly striting soltlj 'gainat 

the door ; 
Siiall He knock so oft who cometh from tlie HeftT 

en's eternal shore ? 
Sleeper in the darkness, rise, heliold thy Ligiit ! 

"Tis thy Priest and Prophet, clad in jeweUed robe 
"white attire ; 

Tia thy King, and on His l)row He wears the 
thomj corona!, 

Budding now with amarantliiue leaves and flow- 
ers ambrosial. 

In His face is speaking pity, silent ire. 

For His glowing lamp disclosetb choking up thj 

dwelling door. 
Deadly hemlock, barren darnel, pnckly bramble, 

■withered grasses, 
And the ivy knits it closely to its stanchions and 

pusses 
Tlirough the crerices, and hinges, and the floor. 

Let Him in I for He will sojourn with the lowest 

and tlio least. 
And forget that thou didst keep Him waifjng in 

tlie dews and damp, 
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And for guerdon in the Talley He will liglit tliee 

witn His lamp 
To (he Siappy Shore Etorual and the Mnrriage 

Feast. 



THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 

LORD, Thou iiast sought this wayward heart in 

Clioked by the world's yile ■weeds its portals 

ClMed to the touch of Thy redeeming Hand, 
Which, knocking gcnUy, would an entrance gtun ; 
Oh, LoTe unapeatahle I that Thou shoaldst be 
Patient amidst the night's chill falling dews. 
While I Thy proffered fellowship refuse, 
SlotUiul tr> rise and ope the door to Thee 1 
Long liaTe I tamed, dreading yet to boar 
The embfema of Thy suffering, thorns and cross 
Lost in idolatry of Mammon's dross, 
And lured by pleasure's transitory glare ; 
Henceforth vouchsafe to shed Thy light within 
niume my soul, and let these contrite tears 
ISlot ou^ all record of my mia-spcnt yeara, 
Dark with the sad reraemhran^'es of sin; 
Then, in this purified, repentant breast, 
Ehiler, and be for evermoie my Guest 1 
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BE LEADS ITS OX. 



ijE LEAhs US oy. 

1 E kads U3 on, 
1 By paths we did not know, 
Upwaitl lie leads ns, though our ateps be slow, 
Tliough oft we faint and falter on tljo way. 
Though storma and darkness oft obscure tiie da/, 
Yet when the clouds are gone 
We know He leads ua on. 

He leads ns on 
Tiiroagh all the unquiet years ; 
I'ast all our dreamland hopes, and doubts, and 

lie guides our steps. Through ail the tangled 

Of sin, of sorrow, and o'erclouded days 
We know His will is doce; 
And still lie leads us oa. 

And He, nt last, 
Aflcr the weary strife — 
After the restless fever we cail life- 
After the dreariness, the aching pain, 
The wajn-ard struggles which have proved in vwa, 

After our toils are pnst — 

Will gifc U9 rest ot JaaL 
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1 j B HOLY QhOSr DISPEL OUR SaDNE 



HOLY GHOST DISPEL OUR SADNESS 

HOLY GtnOST, dispel our sodnesa, 
Pierce tlie clouds of sinflil night ; 
Come, Thoii Birarce of sweetest gladneas, 

Breathe Thy Life, and spread Thj Light 
Loving Spirit, God of Peace I 
Great Distributor of grace 1 
Rest upon this congregation, 
Hear, O liear our supplication I 

From that height wtich knowa iio mewrai% 

Aa a gracious shower dcacend 
Bringing down the richest treasure 

Men can wish, or God can send I 
O Thou Glory, shining down 
From the Father and the Son, 

Grant us Tliy illumination I 

Res' upon this congregation! 

Known to Thee are all recfessea 
Of the earth and ■spreading sldce^ 

Ever J sand the shore possesses 
Thy Omniscient Mind descries. 

Holy Fountain I wash u-i clean 

Both from error and from sin 1 
Make us fly what Thou refuseat^ 
And delight in what Thou nhoo«at I 
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OS AFFtWTlOS. ] 

MaDifest Thy love forever ; 

Fence us in on every side ; 
In distress be our Rdiever, 

Guard and. teacli, support and guide I 
l*t Tlij- kind effectual grace 
Tarn our feet from evil ways ; 

Show Thyself our new Creator, 

And conform us t j Thy nature 1 

Be our Friend on each occasion, 

Qod I omnipotent to save I 
When we die, be onr salvation ; 

Wlieu we're buried, be our grave i 
And, when from the grave we rise, 
Take us up above the skies. 

Seat ua with t!iy saints in glory, 

There forever to adore Thee 1 



ON AFFLICTION 

AS the harp-strings only render 
, All tlieir treasures of sweet souiwl— 
All their mufic, glad or tender— 
Firmly struck and tightly bound : 

So the hearts of Christians owe 
Each its deepest, sweetest strain. 
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To the jjressiire firm of woe, 
And tLe tension tight of pain 

Spicea crushed theii jmngence yield ; 

Trodden scents their sweets respire; 
Would you have its strength rerealed, 

Cast the incenae in the fire ; 

Thus tlje crushed and broken frame 

Oft doth sweetest graces yield ; 
And tlirongh suffering, toil, and sham^ 
From the martyr's keenest flame. 
Heavenly incense is distilled. 



T R U S T. 

TnB child leans on its parent's bica 
Leaves tlicre its cares, and is at i^ 
The hird sita singing by ita nest, 

And tells aloud 
lib trust in God, and so ia blest 
'Neath every cloud. 

JIc hath no store, he sows no seed, 
Yet sings aloud, and doth not need ; 
By flowing streams or grassy mead, 

lie sings to shame 
Men, who forget, in fear of need, 

A Father's name. 
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suBxissioy. 

The heart tLat trusts forever sings, 
Aod feels as ligbt as it had winga ; 
A veil of peace witliin it springs ; 

Coiiio good or ill, 
Wliate'cr to-day, to-morrow brings, 

It is nis will I 



SUBMISSION 

SINCE thy Father's arm sustains thee^ 
Peaecfnl be ; 
When a chastening hand restraiaa tiiee^ 

It is He 1 
Know His love in full completeneas, 
Feel the measure of thy weakness ; 
If He wound thy spirit sore, 

Trust Him mors. 



Without murmur, uncomphiining, 
In Hi a band 
Leaye whatever things thou canst not 

Understand ; 
Though tlie world thy folly spurueth. 
From thy faith in pity turneth, 
Peace thy inmost soul shall flil. 

Lying atilL 
11 
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122 SUBMISSIOS 

Like an infant, if thou thinkest 

Thou canst stanil, 
Childlike, proudly pushing hack 

The proffered hand ; 
Courage soon is changed to fear, 
Sliength doth feebleness appear ; 
In His lore if thou abide, 

He will guide. 

Pearest sometimes that thy Father 
Hath forgot f 

Though the clouds around thee gathoy 
Doubt Him not I 

Always hath the daylight broken. 

Always hath He comfort spoken; 

Better hath He been for yeara 

Than thy fears. 

Therefore, wliatBoe'er betideth. 
Night or day, 

Know His loTt for thee providetli 
Good alway ; 

Crown of sorrows gladly take, 

Grateful wear it, for His sake ; 

Sweetly landing to His will. 
Lying still. 

To His own thy Saviour giveth 
Daily strength 
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tS THIS ALLt 12S 

To each troubled aoul that liveth 
Peace at length : 

WiMikest lamba have largest share 

Of the tender Sliepherd'e care; 

Aak Him not, then, " When !" or " How 7 
Only bow ' 



IS THIS ALLt 

CnUETIMES I catiA ijeeet glimpm of SU fat^ 

'^ But tMt is all. 

Sornetimca He hoU an me and sem» to mile. 

But that is all. 
Sometimti he speaks a pcising word qf peart. 

But that is all. 
Sometimsi I tklni: Hiear HU loving voice 

Upon me calL 



And is this all He meant when thus He spoke 

" Come unto me !" 
Is there no deeper, more enduring rest. 

In Him for thee 1 
U Oiere m itendier light for thee in Him I 

Oh. come and see 1 
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124 IS THIS Alir 

Oh, come and see I oh, look, and look again I 

All shall be right ; 
Oh, taste Hia fove, and see that it ia good, 

Thou child of night. 
Oh, trust Him, trust Illm in his grace and powMi 

Then all is bright I 

liaj, do not -wrong Him by thy heavy thoughts, 

Eiit love Hia love I 
Do thou full justice to His tendemBss, 

His mercy prove ; 
Take Him for what He is ; oh, take Him all, 

And look aboye ! 

Then aliall thy tossing soul find anchorage 

And steadfast peace ; 
Tliy love shall rest on Hia ; thy weary doubts 

Porever cease. 
Thy heart shall find in Him, and la His grace, 

Ita rest and blias. 

(Jlirisl and His love shall be thy blessfid all 

For evermore I 
Chnst and His light shall shine on all thy ways 



Christ and. ITis peace shall keep thy troubled aoul 
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OPEX THOU OUR ETSH. 



OF£X TIIOIT OUR EYES. 
1 HD He drew near and talked with ilifcm, 
]\. But they perceived ITim not ; 
And mourned, unconscious of that light— 
The gloom, the darkness, and the night, 
That wrapt His burial spot. 

Wearied with doubt, perplexed and sad, 
They knew nor help, nor guide, 

While He who bore the secret key 

To open every mystery, 

Unknown was by their side. 

Thus often when we feel alone, 

No help nor comfort near, 
'Tis only that our eyes are dim ; 
Doubting and aad, we see not Him 

"Who waiteth still to hear. 

" The darkness gathers overhead, 

The mom will never come 1" 
Did we but raise oui' downcast eyjo, 
In the wide-flushing eastern skies 

Appears the glowing auo. 

In all our daily joya and griefe 
111 daily work and rest, 
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126 SBADOWti OF THE PAST. 

To those who seek Him, Cbriat is near. 
Our hlis3 to calm, to sootlic om- care 
In leaning on our breast 

Open our eyes, O Lord, wo pray, 

To see our way, our Guide ; 
That hj the path that here we tread, 
We, followiug on, may stiU be led 
Ic Thy light to abide. 



SHADOWS OF THE I'ASl. 

JOIID,while the shadows of the past survejing— 
J And they are many since life's early mora ; 
Life's shadowy days have had a long delaying, 
It matters not, since they are past and gon^— 
Are past and gone. 
I find my steps are npward slowly tending, 

That falls the glory of thy smile upon 
The golden flights of steps to heaven ascending, 
And I am journeying slowly toward the dawn- 
To ward the dawn. 
( find my future in tl.is world of sorrows 

Answers my prayers, and golden viaiona ope 
Of providences in the bright to-morrowa, 
FulfiUing prayer; this is my only hope-- 
My oniy hope. 
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J PBATER FOR IOC. 12J 

Thii ploaaing hope my weary heart inspires, 
Tor I haTe prayed, and in Thy Word 'tis wiit, 

That thjy who to giye Tliee their warm desires, 
SliiU walk the ways that they to Thee commit- 
To Thee comaiit. 

A PHAYMR FOR YOU. 

IHA\"B a Sayiour— He's pleading m glory— 
9n preeious, though earthly enjoyments he few ; 
And now He's watching in tenderness o'er me ; 
But, oh, that my Saviour was your Sai-iour too I 
For you I am prayiug— I'm praying for you I 

I have a Father— to me He has given 
A hope for eternity, precious and true ; 

And soon wiil my spirit be with Him in heaven ; 
But, oh, that He'd let me bringyou with me too 1 
For you I am praying— I'm praying for you 1 

I have a Crown, and Til wear it forever, 
Eucirclcd with jewels of heavenly hue ; 

Twas purchased by Jesus, my glorified Saviour; 
B'jt, oh, could I know one was purchased foi 

For you I am praying— I'm praying tor you 1 

1 have a Robe^'tis resplendent in whitonCBS — 

Awaiting in glory my wondering view : 
Oh, when I'll receive it, all shining in hngiitness, 
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128 -i PRAYER FOR lOV. 

Dear friead, could I see you receiyiag one too I 
Por you I am praying — I'm praying for you 1 

1 Lave a Itest— and the earnest ia giveu — 
llioiigli now, for a time, 'tis ctucealed frtm mj 

riiia life everlasfiog. 'tis Jeaus, 'tis heaven ; 
And, oh, dealest friend, let me meet jou tliera 

For you I am prajiag— I'm praying for you 1 

I have a Peace, and it's calm as a river — 
A peace that the friend of the world never 

My Saviour alone is its Author and Giver; - 
But, oh, could I know it was given to you ! 
For jou I am praying — I'm praying for you ! 

For you I am praying— for you I am prayiug I 
For you I atn praying —for you, yes, for you 1 

And Boon shall I hear you rejoicing and saying : 
" Your dear, loving Saviour is mj Saviour too I'' 
And prayer will be answered for you— yes, for 
youl 

Ana when Ho lias found you, tel! others the stoiy, 

How JesQs extended His mercy to jou ; 
Then point them away to the regions of glory, 
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HEAR MT CSri 129 

And pray that your Saviour may bring tlicra 

there too 1 
For prayer will be answered — 'twaa answered 

Oh, speak of tliiit SMTiout, tliat Father in heaven ; 

That Ilai-p, Crowu, and Robe wliicli src waiting 

for you I 

That Peace you poascsc, aid that Hest to be given 1 

Still praying that Jesus may save them like you ; 

And prayer will be Rnswered — 'twas answered 

for you ! 



HEAR Mi' OR Yt 

STRONG to gave and bicas, 
My rock and rigliteousnesB 
Draw near to me I 
Blessing, and joy, ajid might, 
"Wisdom, and love, and light 
Are all with Thee 1 

Mj refuge and my rest. 
As ehild on mother's breaat, 

I lean on Thee I 
Prom faintneas and from feat. 
WLrd foes and il! are near, 

Deliver me I 
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HEAH ^ti osy; 

Turn not a way Tlij face, 
^V'ithLold not neo<ied graces 

My furtress be 1 
J'crils are I'nuiul and round 
fiiiquities abound— 

See, SaTiour, see ! 

Come, GJod and Saviour, como! 
I can no more be dumb ; 

Appeal I must 
To Thee, the Gracious Ooe, 
Else 18 ray hope all gone, 

I sink in dust t 

Ob, answer me, my Qoii, 
Thy love ia deep irnd broad, 

Tliy grace is true I 
Thousands this grace have shared 
Oh, let me noio be heard, 

Oh, love me too I 

Descend Thou mighty Iovl, 
Descend from heaven above, 

Fill Thou this soul 1 
Heal every biuisfid part, 
Biad up this broken heart, 

And make me whole; 
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FKUITLSSS TOIL. 

Tis knowing Thee that heals ; 
Tis seeing Thee tiiat seals 

Comlort ana peace 1 
Show me Tby cross and blood, 
My Saviour and mj God, 

Then trouhles cease. 



FRUITLESS TOIL. 

U T ORD, I have toiled all aiglit, 

Ll And still unbleas'd my hand; 

Yet I will launch into the deep 

Once more at Thy commaii<i. 



" I hear triumphant songa 

Swell from the banks around, 
Each answeitig each wilh joyful cry 
But /no spoil have found. 

' Fruitless is al! my toil. 

Through loag night-watches past. 
My heart is sick with hope deferred ; 
But Thou art come at laaL" 

The fisher's hands hung down ; 

Dull was his heart, and faint, 
When a heavonly voice the silenne broke, 

And answered his complaint. 
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FRUITLESS TOIL. 

" When have I left thee, son, 

Tliat iliou sliouidst droop with feart 
When hftst thou Bought my sympathy 
And hast not found Me near i 

" Not ftuitiess is thy toil, 

If thou my cross wouldat hear ■ 
I do but ask thy williijg heart 
Tp grave uiy image there. 

" For each ne', yaiuly cast 

Stronger thiue ami will prove ; 
The trial of thy patient Lope 
la witness of Thy love. 

" The time, the place, the way 
Are open to mine eye ; 
I sent thee— not to gather spoil- 
To labor patieutly. 

" My Bon I was not thy cry, 

' Lici'case my faith, Lord ! 
More of Thyself, anil more like Thoc 
Behold, thy prayer is heard. 

'' Oh, tnist Mo with thy crown, 

'Tis hidden safe with Me ; 

A little while, and where I am, 

There shall mj servant be. 
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THE TWO WORLDS. 13! 

" Briglit seems tby brother's lot ; 
But, child, is thine so dim ? 
The King, thy Friend, hath asled of thee 
To match one hour with lira 1" 



TIfK TWO WORLDS. 

11W0 worlds there are. To one our eyes we atnun, 
Whose magic joys we sliall not sue again; 
Bright Iiaze of momiog yeila its glimmering 

All, truly breathed we there 
Intoxicating ail - 
Glad were our hearts in that iweet realm of 
NeTerraore. 

The lover tliere drank her dc'icious hreath, 
Whose love has yielded sl'icc to chinge or dcfttli; 
The mother kissed her child whose daja arc o'or. 
Alas I too soon have tied 
The irreclaimable (lea;l ; 
We see them— -visions stiiiiige— aiuid tlio 
Nevermore. 

riio mcTiy eong some maiden used to sing— 
The trown, hrown hiui thai oute was went W 
cliiig 
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184 fH^ TWO WORLDS. 

To Umpleg long clay-cold ; to the verj core 
They strike our ■weary liearta, 
As some vcsed rr.eir^ory starts 

From tliut long faded land — the realm of 
Nevermore. 

It ia perpetual sammer ttere. But Lorn 
SaJly we may remcmlier rivers clear, 
And harebeOs quivering on the meadow -floor, 
For brighter hells and bluer, 
Por tenderer hearts and truer, 
People that happy land— tbc realm of 
Nevermore. 

Upon the frontier of this sliavlowy land 
We pilgrima of eternal sorrow stand ; 
What realm lies tV)rward,wit!ii'aLappiei atora 
Of forests green and deej), 
Of valleys hushed in sletp. 
And lakes most peaceful ? 'Tia the land of 
Evermore. 

Very far off its marble cities seem — 
Very far off— beyond our senpual dream — 
Ila woods, unruffled by the wild winds' roarj 
Yet does the turbulent surge 
Howl ou its very verge. 
One moment — and we brea'.he within the 
Evermore. 
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TBE TWO AXOELS. 135 

riiey wbom we loved and lost bo long ago, 
Dwell in tliiiac cities, far from mortal woe— 
Haunt those fresli woodlands, wiience s^eet 
carolings soar. 
Eternal peace have tliey ; 
God wipes their tears away : 
They drink that river of life which flows for 
Evermore. 

rhither we hasten through these regions dim, 
Butlol thewhitewingaof the Seraphim 
Shine in tlio sunset 1 On that joyous shore 
Our lightened hearts shall know 
The life of long ago : 
The sorrow-burdened past shall fade for 
Evermore 



THE -i *'0 ASGELa. 

TWO angels, one of life and one of Death, 
Passed o'er our village as the morning hroke ; 
The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes cf 
smoke. 

llioir attitude and aspect were the same ; 
Alike their features, and their robes of white; 
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J36 TEE TWO ANGSLS. 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light, 

I aaw theia pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and douht oppressed, 
" Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou hctray 

The place where thy beloT^d are at rust 1" 

AjkI he who wore the crown of asphodels, 
Descending at my door, hegan to knock ; 

And my soul sank within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake's shock. 

I recognized the nameieas agony, 
Tlic terror, and the tremor, and the pain, 

That oil before had filled or haunted me, 
And now returned with threefold strength agnm. 

The door I opened to my heayenly guest. 
And listened, for I thought I heard God's voice ; 

And, knowing whatsoe'r He sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice, 

Tlien with a smile, that filJed the house with light, 
" My errand is not Death, hut Life," he said ; 

And, ere I answered, paigsing out of sigiil^ 
On hia celestial embassy he sped. 
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IS THERE NO HALM IN QlLEADt 18? 

Twas at tliy door, O IHiind I and not at nune 
The angel with the amftrrinthinc wreath, 

Pausing, descended, and with voice divine, 
Whispured a word that Lad a toiit.d like Death. 

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom, 
A shadow on those features fair and tliin ; 

And softly from that hushed and darkened room 
Two angels issued, where but one went in. 

ill is of God 1 If He but wave His hand, 
The mists collect, the rain falls thick and louii, 

Till, with ii amile of light on sea and land, 
Lo ! He looks hack from tlio departing cloud. 

Angels of life and death alike are His ; 

"Without His leave they pass no threshold o'er 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing thia, 

Agninst His messengers to shut the door ) 



IS THERE NO BALM LV OILEAD! 

13 there no balm in Qilead, then } ia there no 
Healer nigh ! 
No fiesheaing spring to clieer the waste so deao- 

iate and dry ? 
[lalh Hope's dear vision vanished forever froic 
thy sight, 
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138 fS THERE SO BALM IS QILEAD T 

And flarknesa fallen around thee, tLe Tcry gloom 

of nigbt 3 
And seems thj aoul forsaken, her tveiy blessing 

No sootliing for her sorrow, and nowhere to malie 

her moan ? 
Yet stay ; the cross thou heareat thus hath first 

been borne for thee, 
Jesus Himself did hang thereon, thy life and curt 

For thine own ease He liare it all,— the Bcourge 

and piercing thorn, 
The naihng and the bruising, the denial, shame, 

and 'icom ; 
Darkness and desolation deep, and pangs beyond 

thy thought, 
And all for tliy soul's healing these sad agonies 

[Tpon His Cross He yearned for thee, for tliee Hia 

heartstrings brake ; 
Himself of ali forsaken. He could not thee forsake \ 
Then eyormore, wlien chasteningg sore thine innioal 

Bay,MjBelov'di3crucified,andItoHimwdlchng. 

How shall I sing Thj holy Iotc, dear Passion of 

my Lord ? 
Or how Thy mystic virtue sha31 1 worthay record ) 
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IS THERE m JALU W SlLKAVf 138 

rhou art the spring of all onr hope, tho btOBam 

of our woes, 
Tlie solace of our yeaminga, and the bower of 

our repose, 
True Paradise of all delights, since joy of grief 

For, as the flowers trat dose at night to ope mora 

fresh with mom. 
Bo He who wept and bied for us, and bowed in 

eartbly gloom, 
Now makes those sorrows our bright bliss, those 

wounds OUT joyous home. 

Here is a covert from the storm, when winds and 

A shadow in the acorching noon, a light in star- 
less skies ; 

i staff upon tho rugged road, a shield when foes 
assail, 

A. charm Diyiae, against whose might no evil can 
prevail ; 

For where the Ciosa of Jesus is, is peace, and 
there alone, 

ind 'neath that banner of Hia love He gathereth 
His own ; 

ini those who will be Christ's must not e'ei 
grudge their portion small, 

Who in His bittci' chalice, once, and for thea, 
drained it aU. 
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,40 -ra TJIESE m BALM im QlLF.AVt 

Tliou know'st He went not up to joy, but first 

He sHlTerpd pain, 
ind nil the self-same path must tread who thus 

His bliss would gain : 
Is aught too wearisome or hard for Jesas' saic to 

While He la crowned with thorna wilt thon a 

Lo 1 tins good Cross He offers thee ; it is thy very 

life ; 
Anoiot with holy unction, it will aid thee in the 

'Tis hallowed by thy Saviour's touch, who hung 

oa it for thee. 
And Love's sweet night shall make it light, and 

■win the rictoiy. 

Draw near, thon reft and drooping heart, draw 

neM and lift thy gaze 
To Him who yeams with outstretched arms thee 

from thy grief to raise ; 
Draw near, and, clinging close heneath thy 3a- 

■viour's bleeding heart, 
Tdl o'er each throb of that deep woe m wh'fch 

thou hast a part ; 
Teli o'er each drop of dear Ufe-tlood which ehb§ 

for thee so fast. 
And all thy weary heart-aching upon that tnie 

lore cast * 
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aSRlSTS GALL TO THE SOUL. \^\ 

In JesTis' Crosa and Passion is the meaicine of tljj 

Tea, there is balm in Gilead, and a Healer to makt 
thee whole. 



CHRIST'S CALL TO THE SOUL. 

FAIR Boul, created in the primal hour, 
Once pure and grand, 
And for whose sake I left My tLrone and power 

At God's right hand ; 
Bj this sad heart pierced through because I loved 

Let love and mercy to contrition move thee. 

Cast off the aina tliy holy beauty veiling, 

Spirit diyine 1 
Vwa against thee the hosts of hell assailing, 

Mj strength is thine 1 
Drink from My side the cup of life immortal, 
Ajid love shall lead the path to heaven's portaL 

1 for tliy sake was pierced with many sorrows, 

And bore the cross, 
Yet heeded not the galling of the arrows, 

The shame and loss. 
So faint not, then, whate'er the burden be, 
But bear it bravely, even to Calvary. 
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TBMB NAMBS. 



THEIR NAMES. 



S\¥EET tliOTight, mj God 1 that on tbe palnu 
Of Tliy most iioly liauds 
Arc grayen all Thy peoplea' names, 
Though countless aa the sands. 

Not one too mean to haye his place 

Amid tliat record bleat, 
And if but there our names are found, 

We'll share tlie heavenly rest. 

How can we tlien yield to distrust, 

Or tliint we are forgot, 
While ever thus the care of One 

WTio lovea and changes not I 



T W 

TWO butJs plucked from the tree, 
Two birdies flown from the nest, 
Two little darlings auatched 

From a fond mother's breast. 
Two little snow-white Ltmba 

Gone fiom the sheltering fold, 
Two little narrow graves 

Down in the grayeyivrd cold. 
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•"mr amsLD and buckles." 

Tw^ little drooping flowen 

Growing in purer air. 
Blooming fragiant and bright 

In the Gardener's care. 
Two little tender birds 

Flown far from fear and hami] 
Two little snow-white lamba 

In the Good Shepherd's arm. 

Two little angels more 

Singing with voices sweet, 
Flinging their crowns uf gold 

Down at their 8avioui''B feet. 
Free from all earthly care, 

Pure from all earthly stain, 
Ob, who couid wish them back 

In this drear world again t 



WHEN my sina in aajjcet dread 
Sluet like waters o'er my head. 
Been in light of God's own face. 
Darter for his oitcved grace — 
When I sigh for healing rest, 
By a hopeless yoke 0])prcst, 
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" THY SJUELD AKD BDCSLESr 

Struggling in a grasp too strong, 
Borne as bj a wind along- 
Then, I Lear that Voice from Heaven, 
" Knock, and entrance Bhall be giTen— 
Him that conies, whoe'er he be, 
I will never cast from Me I" 
When /come, with trerabling heart, 
Will the Saviour say, " Depart ?" 
Shall I find His pardon free 
la ia wrath denied to me f 
Is my guilt so deep in stain 
That the cleansing hlood is vain ? 
" Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Not Mt Words—" so Christ doth say ! 
In that hour, " His Tkotii shall 1» 
8hidd and buckler unto thee." 

Whea the clouds have hid His face, 
And Hi3 path no more I trace, 
And nil comforts that illume 
Life, have fa'led into gloom- 
Quenched each eailh-enkindled spark, 
Can I trust Him in the dark 9 
Will mj wavering faith still hold 
To a promise breathed of old ! 
When I meet some foe unknown, 
Shall I find myself alone 1 
Soul, by faith thou walkest here : 
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'/Sr am ELD AND BUCKLER." \ 

Though nor sun nor stars appear, 
Wait and watch thiougliout tiie night, 
And till daybreak aak not sight! 
All unseen, thj Heavenly Guide 
Walks, througli darkuess, at thy side. 
" Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Not Mt Wokcs— " so Christ doth say ; 
In the gloom " IIiB TituTn shall be 
Sliield and bucklpi' unto the*," 

In the terrors of the night, 
In the mid-day arrows' flight, 
WheH destruction wastetli near. 
And all faces blanch with fear. 
When a thousand round me fiiU, 
Shall I trust Thee calm through all ? 
Will this trembling spiiit be 
Kept " in perfect peace " by Thee t 
Though all stiiblo things may end. 
Earth and aky in tempest blend, 
Shall I lean upon Tliy breast, 
ind beneath Thy shadow rest E 
Wilt Thou arm my soul with power. 
Me'er experienced till that hour 1 
" Heaven and earth shall pass away. 
Not Mr Words—" so Christ doth saj 
In that strait " His Truti: shall be 
Shield and buckler unto thee." 
13 
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- THI SHIELD AND BUCKLESJ- 

Aa tile weary yoare go bj. 
Will my lore was cold, and diet 
If the pilgrimage be long, 
Life be daik, and foes be strong, 
Shall r not gro«' faint, and yield S 
Shall I erer win the field 1 
How shall 1 endure and dare ? 
How the crosa in patience bear ! 
How through tedious years austain 
Wavering conflict, oft in vain ? 
Nay, but the Unchanging Friend 
" Will confirm you to the end /" 
" He Who hath the work begun 
Ne'er will leave that work undone — " 
While at God's right hand He livea, 
Deathlesa is the life He gives. 
Through all change, and woe, and strife, 
" Springing up to endless Life." 
■' Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Not My IFokds — " so Christ doth say ■ 
In all years " His Tkdte ahall be 
Shield and buclder unto thee." 

When I reach life's earthly bound, 
And the shadows darken round. 
All familiar things and dear 
Fading fast from eye and ear, — 
In that hour of mortal smart. 
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TBR OTHER f^/DX. ij 

Trembling flesh and failing heart, 
Shall I find my unclioi vnia, 
Parting in thit latest strain ? 
Hear the Shepherd's voice of old, 
Looking on IJia helpless fold, 
Looking far, with gaze Dirine, 
Down the ages' icngtheniug line . 
'' Every feehln sheep I know ; 
Life eternal I bestow : 
None shall pl'ick them from My Land," 
Shall thut word of promise stand J 
Or, when couitless foes aflKght, 
Closing round in latest fight, 
In that deadly hour and dim, 
Shall my soul be snatched from mm t 
" Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Not Mr Wouds— " ao Christ doth say : 
Li death's griysp " His Trctu shall be 
Shield and buckler unto thee," 



THIS OTHER SIDE. 

WE dwel. this side of Jordan's atieam, 
Yet oft there comes a shining beam 
Across froQi yonder shore ; 
While visions of a holy thioog. 
And sound of hirp, and seraph song, 
8eem gently wafted o'er. 
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g THE OTHER SIDE. 

Tlio other aide 1 Ah, there's Ihe place 
Where saints in joy past timea letrBCO, 

Aiitl tliink of trials gone ; 
The veil witlidi'awn. tliej cleiirly Bce 
Tliat all on earth had need to be, 

To bring them safelj home. 

The other side 1 No bui is there, 

T<j stain the robes that blessed ones wear 

Made white in Jesus' blood : 
No cry of grief, no voice of woe. 
To mar the peace their spirits know — 

Their constant peace with God. 

The other side 1 Its shore so bright 
la radiant with the golden light 

Of Ziona city fuir 1 
And many dear ones gone before 
Aheady tread the liappy sliore : 

I seem to see them there. 

The other side I Oh, charming wght \ 
Upon its banks, arrayed in white, 

For me a loved one waits : 
Over the stream he calls to me, 
Fear not— I am thy guide to be, 

Up to the pearly gates. 
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/ AM CHRIST'S 

The othei aide I His well-known roice, 
And dear, brigbt face, wiil me rejoice ; 

We'll meet in fond embrace. 
Hell lead me on, until we stand. 
Eacl) with a palm-branch in our haod, 

Before the Saviour's face. 

The other side I The other side ! 
IVho would not brave the swelling tide 

Of earthly toil and care ; 
To wake one day, when life is past, 
Over the stream, at home at last, 

With all the blessed ones there I 



1 AM CHRIST'S, AND CHRIST IS MISTS. 

IONG did I toil, and tnew no eartlily rest ; 
J Far did I rove, and fonniS no certain homo 
A-t last I sought tliera in His sheltering hreaat 

Who opes Hia anns, and bids the weary come. 
Witli Him I found a home, a test divine ; 
And I siniie then am His, and He is mine. 

Tes, He ia mine 1 and naught of earthly thlngE, 
Not all the charms of pleasure, wu.illh, orpowei 

The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings, 
Could tempt mo to forego Uis love an hour: 

Go, worthless world, I cry, with all that's thine 1 

Go I I my Saviour's am, and He is mine. 
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150 ' ^31 GHHlhT'S. 

' JTie goo(' I have is from His stoiei supplied ; 

Tlie ill IB only what He deflnis the best; 
ITe for n>y friend, I'm rich -with naught beddti, 

And poor without nim, ttougb of all posses! ; 
(Jhangea may come ; I take, or I resign ; 
Content while I am His, whi-'e He is mine. 

IVhate'er may change, in Him no cliatige is seen ; 

A glorious sun, that wanes not nor declines ; 
Above the clouds and storms He walks serene, 

And sweetly on Hia peoples' darkneaa shines: 
All may depart ; I fret not, nor repine, 
"WhUe 1 my Saviour's am, while He is mine- 
He stajs me falling, lifts me up when down, 

Bedaims me wandering, guards from every fc«, 
Plants on my worthless brow the victor's crown, 

Which, in return, before His feet I throw ; 
Grieved that I cannot better grace His shrine 
Wlio deigns to own me His, as Ho is mine. 

While hero, alas 1 T know but half His love, 
But half discern Him, and but half adore ; 

But when I meet Him in the realms above, 
I hope to love Him better, praise Him morei 

And feel, and tell, amid tlie choir divine. 

How fully I am Hia, and He is mine. 
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SA TISFl EL . 

OJESCSI Friend unfailing, 
(low dear art Tlimi to me 1 
Are cures or fears assuilini; t 

I find Gij strength in Thee 1 
Why should my feet grow weary 

Of tliis my pilgrim way 1 
Rough though the path, and dreary, 
It ends in perfect day. 

Naught, naught I count as treasure, 

Compared, Christ, with Thee I 
Thy sorrow without measure 

Earned peace and joy for me. 
1 love to own, Lord Jesus I 

Thy claims o'er me and mine ; 
Bought with Thy blood moat precious, 

Whose can I he but Thine ! 

What fills my soul with gladneaa I 

'Tia Thine abounding grace 1 
Where can I look in sadness, 

But, Jesus, on Tliy face ( 
My all ia Thy providing ; 

Thy iove can ne'er grow cold ; 
In Thee, my Refuge, hiding, 

Bo good wilt Thou withhold ! 
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SATISFIED. 

V>liy should I <3roop in sorrow f 

Tbou'rt ever by my side ; 
Why, trembling, dread tlie morrow \ 

Wliat ill can e'er betide ! 
if I my Cross have taken, 

"Tia but to follow Tbee ; 
If scorned, despised, forsaken, 

Naught sevra^ Thee from me I 

Oh, worldly pomp and glory I 

Tour charms are spread in Taint 
I've heard a sweeter story, * 

I've found a truer gain I 
Wliere Christ a place preparetli, 

There is my loved abode ; 
There shall I gaze on Jesua, 

There shall I dwell with Gml I 

For every tribulation, 

For every sore distress. 
In Christ IVe full salvation, 

Sure help, and r[uiet rest. 
No fear of foes prevailing I 

I triumph. Lord, in Tliee 1 
Jesus 1 Friend unfailing 1 

II ?w dear art Thou to me I 
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THE BAY OF REST. 

ODAY most calm, most l.iight, 
Tlie fruit of this, the next world's bud 
Tliu endorsement of supreme deliglit, 
Writ by It Friend, and with His blood ; 
Tho couch of time, care's biilm and bay ; 
The week were dark but for Thy light, 
Thy torch doth show the way. 

The other days and tliou 
Make up one man, whose face Thou art, 
Knocking at Heayen with thy brow ; 
The workj-days are the back part; 
The burden of the week lies there, 
MaUini; tlio whole to stoop and bow, 

TiU thy release appear, 

Man had straightforward gone 
To endless death ; hut thou dost pull 
And turn us round to look on One, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
Wc could not choose but look on still 
Sinoe there ia no place so alone. 

The which He dotk not fill. 



Sundays the pillar 
Oc which Heaven's pal 
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1 64 TMS DA r OF REST. 

Tile other daja fill up the spare 
And (loKow room, with vanities. 
They arc the frnitfiil beds and btrdera, 
Xu God's I'ich garden, that is bare. 

Which parts their ranka and ordere. 

The Sundays of man's life. 
Threaded together on time's string, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal, glorious King, 
On Sunday Heaven's gate stands ope ; 
Blessings are plentiful and rife- 
More plentiful than hope. 

This day my Saviour rose. 
And did encloao this light for Hia ; 
That, as each beast His manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miss. 
Christ hath took in this piera; of ground, 
And made a garden there for those 

Who want herbs for their wound. 

The rest of our creation 
Our great Redeemer did remove, 
Wilh the same shake, which at His Passion 
Did the earth and all things with it move. 
As Samson bore the doors away, 
Rhrist'shands.thonghnailcd.wioughtoursa'vatiOTi, 

And did unhinge that day. 
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THE snUlAiltTS. 

The brightness of that day 
We sullied by our Ibul offcuce ; 
. Wlierefore that robe we cast away, 
Having a new at His expeu.*. 
Whose drops of blood paid the full price 
That was required to make us gay, 
And fit for Paradise, 

Thou art a day of mirth ; 
ind where the week-days trail on ground, 
Tliy flight is higher, as thy birth ; 
O let me take thee at the hound, 
Groping with thee from seven to aeveu, 
Till that we both, being tossed from earth, 

Fly hand in hand to Ileaven 1 



THE SHULA.V2TE AT THE LORD'S FEET 

POOR heart 1 why throb thus Trildly in mj 
breast % 
The more I ponder on my Master's word. 
The more are doubts and fears within me siirr'.i. 
LoEg as my eyes on my own weakness rest, 

I to come fortli I What, 1 1 'Twas so He said- 
Mj wavering steps to others must be guide, 
My feeble nrm must 'gainst the foe be tried; 

There a -jshole world— and here a It^wlj maid I 
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156 LOVE THAT PA-fSrrn K^'OWLEDaS. 

Ah, no, mj Lord I and j-ct tlie call is Thiiie I 
I Hpoke -Jttwisely, keeping self in si^ht ; 
Til only look on Tl.j all-saying might- 
Be calm, my hejtrt I ibr my Beloyed is mine. 

Vci, my Beloved s mine — what ivouldst Ihim 
more? 
The cause ie Hia i It ia His work I do I 
He is mj rock, my shield and huckler too ; 

Of strength and wisdom my unfiiiliug store. 

And I am His, Oh, heai-t, he faithful still I 
Still let Him lead me as it seems Him best 1 
With Him to combat, or with Him to rest, 

March, or encamp, according t« His will. 

My Friend is mine, and I forever Hig : 
Himself he gave, myself to Him I give; 
In me He dwells— in Him alone 1 live : 

R'as ever union half so blest as this ! 



'lUE LOVE THAT PASSETH KA'OWLEDOS 
■VJ"OT what I am, O Lord, but what TboF art I 
i* That, that alone can be my soul's true rest; 
Thy love, not mine, bids fear and doubt depart, 
And slUls the tempest of my tossing hreaat 
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LOVE TIIAJ PASSETH KSOWLEDBE. 161 

It is Thy perfect Iots that casta out fear; 

I know the voice that Bpcaks the " It is I ;" 
And iu these well-kiwi™ words of heavenly cheerj 

I liear the joy that bids each sorrow fly. 

Thj name is Love I I hear it from yon Cross ; 

Thy name is Love I I road it iu yon tomb ; 
All meaner love is petiKhabie dross. 

But this shall light me through time's tbitkeat 
gloom. 

It blesses now, and shall tbrover bless ; 

It saves me now, and shall forever save ; 
It holds me up in days of helplessness, 

It bears me safely o'er each swelling wave. 

Girt with the love of God on every ade, 

Breathing that love as Heaven's own healing air, 

I work or wait, still following my giiitJe, 
Braving each foe, escaping every soare- 

Tia what I know of Tbeef my Lord and God; 

That fills my soul with peace, my lips with song ; 
Thou art my health, my joy, mj staff and rod ; 

Leaning on Thee, in weakness I am strong. 

[ urn ail want and hanger; this fwnt heart 
Pines for a fulluess which it finds not hero , 

Dear ones are leaving, and, as they depart, 
Mako room mthiu lor something yet more dear. 
14 
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168 ITJE SBSEP-TRACS. 

More of TLyscif, oh, show me hour !iy bour 
More of thy glory, O my God and Lord I 

More of Tliyself in aD Tliy grace and power. 
More of Thy love and trutL, Incarnate Woidl 
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THE SIiEEI'.Tll.iCK. 
IWOways: only two. Onelea.k'th 
Home to the land of rest. 
And the Good Shepherd guides the flock He 
feedeth, 
The road He knoweth hest. 

The feeble Iamb, within His bosom biding, 

Is precious as the strong; 
The sick He tends : in sweet compassion guiding 

The weary one with yonng. 

He leads them forth, He goeth out before them; 

And where the tflo ways meet. 
They look to Him, whose eye is watching o'er them. 

To guide their waTcring feet. 



Tliej own a mark by which the Master claims IheiB, 
Though oft the sigu seems dim ; 

icd well they know the Shepherd King wha 
mimes them — 
They hear and follow Him. 



■„ Google 



THE SEEEF-TBAOS. 159 

Bwwtt Hounils His voice. All otlicr calls unheeding, 
TLey watcb where He may lead ; 

And in His face of Ioto His wishes reading. 
The flock that track will tread. 

Narrow it is, and rough, aud often lonely. 

Upon the mouutain steep : 
Tliere'a room for Jesus, and for Jesus only 

And for His timid sheep. 

Around spread flowery fields where in theii blind- 

The careless ones woiJd roam : 
Sharp Bceias the Shepherd's rod that fa'h in kind- 

To bring the wanderers home. 

Fierce howla the woif, and adders creep aifiiwl 

But succor He will send; 
For He who in the wilderness lirst found them 
Will keep them to the end. 

Two ■n'ays ; only two. The other bendetA 

Bomn unto hell beneath I 
Broad is the gate, and Irantio mirth ascendetn 

From crowds that rush to death. 
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160 " UOOD LORD, DMLIVBB US!" 

No heavenly friend wUl soothe their hopelea so^ 

No arm their burden bear ; 
No fold of rtist awajta tlieni on the morrow, 
No Shepherd King is there. 

For them death's bondage, and a night of weciiing 

That bath no dawn of day. 
Oil, CInist I who o'er Thy flock Thy wateli art 
keeping, 

Thou art the Truth, the Way ! 



•IN ALL TIME OF OUR TJ^IBULATIOJt 
GOOD LORD, DELIVER US!" 

SAVIOUR I by Thy sweet compassion, 
So unmeasured, bo Divine ; 
By that bitter, bitter Passion ; 

By that crimson Oi'oss of Thine ; 
Bt the woes Thy love once tasted 
In this sin-raaired world below, 
Succor tliose m tribulation, 
Succor those in sorrow now. 

Thou Who wast bo sorely burdened. 

Help the weak tlmt are op] 
Sanotify all earthly crosses, 

For the comhig day of rest ; 
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■' OOOD LORD, DELtVXR USI' 

Give flie meek a trustful epirit 
Tliat will always lean on Thee, 

And hi storms of deep affliction 
Still Thy ftracious Presence se& 

Lord, Thou hast k holy purpose 

In each sulltring w« bear; 
In each throe of pain and t«rroi, 

In each secret, silent tear ; 
In the weary days of sickuess. 

Famine, want, and loneliness ; 
In our night-time of bereavement, 

In our soul's Lent-hittemess. 

ill the needful sweet connection 

Of this gentle Hand of Thine, 
All Thy wise and careful nnrturo, 

All Thy faultless discipline: 
All to purge the precious metal, 

Till it will reflect Thy face; 
All to shftpo and polish jewels 

Thine Own diadem to grace. 

Lord, we know tliat we must ever 
Take our cross and follow Thee 

Ail along the narrow pathway, 
If we would Thy glory sea. 
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2 "GOOD LOSD. ^ELIVKE VS!" 

TheD, oil, help us each to bear it, 
Bj Tliine own liard life of shame; 

I/it us suffer well and meekly, 
Let us gloriiy Thy name. 

Cheei the weak ones who are beading 

'Neath this weary burden now 5 
Lift the pallid faces upward, 

Smooth the care-worn, furrowed brow; 
i>end a bright and hopeful message 

To each tried and tempted heart, 
That the thick and gloomy shadows 

At that sunatine may depart. 

Tell them Thou canst see all sorrow 

Id this world'H rough wildciiiesB ; 
Tell them Thou art near to succor, 

Near to comfort and to bless ; 
Tell thsm of Thy Cross and Passion, 

Tell them of Thy trials sore, 
TeU them of the Angel-city 

Where is joy for eTermoie, 
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VISITATION OF THE SICS. 



VISITATION OF THE SICE. 

PEACE to this bonne ! Thou Wliose waj 
Was on the waves, Whose voice did stay 
Tho wild wind's rage, come, Lord, and siij, 
Peace to thia house I 

Thou, Who in pity for the weak 
Didst quit Thy heavenly Throne to seek 
And save the lost, come, Lord, and speak 
Peace to thia house 1 

Thou, Who dost aH our sorrows know 

And when our tears of anguish flow 

Dost feel compassion, come, hestow 

Peace on this house I 

Thou, Who in agony didat pray, 
" Take, B'ather, take tliis cup away," 
And then wast strengthened, come and ^aj. 
Peace to this liouse 1 

O Conqueror by suffering I 
mighty Victor I glorious King I 
From out of pain and sorrow hnng 
Peace to thia house ! 
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( VISITATION OF THE SICE. 

Thou, Who triiiDipliant from the deaJ 
Thine Ilacds didst o'er the Apoatica apresA 
And say, " Peace to you," come, and *licd 
Peace od this honae 1 

TlioH, Who didst od the clouda ascend 
And then the Holy Spiiit send, 
Send Him to comfort, and defend 
AU Id thia house 1 

Lord, in the Sacramental food 
01' Thine own Body and Thy Blood, 
Peace that is felt, not imderstood, 
Give to thia house I 

Save, save us sinking in the de«p. 

Give ease from pain and quiet sleep, 

And under Thy wing's shelter keep 

All in this house 1 

" Peace to this house," come, Lord, anu say 
Come to us. Lord, and with us stay , 
OL, give, and never take aw;ij 
Peace from this house I 

And when at last our fainting breath 
On trembling lips scarce quivcreth, 
Ob, Itriiig us through the gate of Denfh, 
Lonl, to Tliine House I 
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TBE MISTERT CF CBBIST. 

To Thine own House in Paradise, 
To Thine own House aboye the Bk.ei 
To live the life thsit never (lies, 
Lord, in Tliine House 1 



THE MYSTKR7 OF CHRIST. 

IMiEVEL night and day, and cannot ceaso— 
Ask eyermore, Can this thing be ? 
Heaven brought to earth— her Maker made mj 
peace, 
God bound, to set me free 1 

I cannot love Thee as I would and ought ; 

But, by Thy grace presenting still, 
From all things else to Thee retui'us mj thought, 

And brings Thee baek mj will. 
All thoughts, all searches, to this centre tend ; 

All rajs in this oae focus meet ; 
■ncro, as of old, the mse men journeying send 

Their treasures at Thy feet. 

There Is no isconi, L>ut doth hint of Thee ; 

All history else were false and rain ; 
Tho Btonea Thy kingdom preaoh ; loosed vith lliis 
key, 

AJl httrdeat things ate plain. 
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166 THE MYSTSEY OF OSSISX: 

Then' is no wisdom but dotli taste of Thine ; 

All lights that did Thine own forerun 
Caught Tliy prevenient gleams, aa clouds that 

In the unriscn sun. 

Tlie glories of earth's empires, age by age 

Submitting grandly to decay, 
Were but the' illasive dawn that did presage 

Thy iixed and perfect day. 

Art's heatiffious dreams, the cliarm of thought and 

The majesty of rule and lair, 
Tlie angle mind outsoaring from the throng, 
Gifted a world to draw,- - 



What were they al! but preludes poor and faiisi 

Of ITiy supreme imperial reign 
In glory and in beauty, when each saint 

Thy llkoness shall att^ t 

Thou hast been here ; of old. as now, 
Walking unseen the palha we go ; 

But in the central years, one lifetime, Thou 
Thy visible forni didst show. 
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THE aiVKR ANL TEE GIFTS. Ifl? 

A. doud did steal Thee from us ; but that hour 

Thy glorious luinistry began ; 
Thou gaVst the word — from thence, with quick- 
ening power, 

That word the earth o'erran. 

Tliou art not gone, hnt hidden ; to our sense 
Tliou sliait return ; Ttou didat not show 

Thy glory at the first, Those Uei 
Stooped to our stature low. 

Tin Thy true advent dawn, Thy Church, \ 

Shall suffer, die, and rise again ; 
Then, glorified, made white, eternal ly 

With Thee on earth shall reign. 



THE OIVER AND THE GIFTS 

THE path I trod so pleasant was and fai«. 
I counted it life's beat ; 
Foigetting that Thou, Lord, hadst placed me 
To journey towards Thy rest. 

Foi^tling that the path was only good 

Because the homeward way, 
1 held it i\il lest beauty where I stood— 

I thought these gleams tlie day. 
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J68 TBE aiVEX AAI) TITS QIFTS. 

I kn(>w I iLiglit Lnve seen in every star 

That siieds its li^ht on jiio, 
A lamp of Thine, set oat to guide from fer 

My steps towards home and Thee ; 

nave Lenrd in streams witli bending grasses clad, 

\V1iich spariiled through the sod, 
The music of the river that mates glad 

The city of ouf God ;— 

In flowers plucked but to wither in my hand, 

Or passed with lingering feet, 
IliiTC read mj Father's promise of a land 

Where flowers are atill more sweet. 

And I have knelt, how often, thanking Thee 

For what Thy love hath given, 
Then turned away to bend to these my kneni, 

And seek in these my Heaven. 

Forgive me that I, looking for the day, 

Forget whence it would shine ; 
A (id turned Thj helps to reasons for delay, 

And loved not Thee, hut Thine. 

i'et most for the cold heart with whicli I wtiK 

Of ain so faintly felt :— 
riiis irost of doubt, this darkness as of night 

Tbj love can cheer and melt 
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'•/ WiLi. AJilM'- 169 

On mo unworthy slied, O Lord, tlie glow 

Of Thy dear liglit and love, 
That I may walk with trusting faith hclow, 

Towarda the fair land above ; 

That I may learn in ali Thy gifts to see 

Tlio love that on me smiled, 
And find in all I have a thought of Thee, 

Who thus hast blessed Thy child ; 

And most in what Thy tcnderest love hath given 

Those to my heart most dear ; 
May I through these look upward to Thy Heiiveu, 

In these find Thee most near. 



I 



/ WILL ARISE AND 00 TO MT FA Til SB.' 
ASK If Thou canst love me still, O God ?^ 
^ They say Thou canst not love so weak a thing- 
One that WM angered by a Father's rod. 
One that hatli wayward and rebellioua been, 
Unsta'olc, tliankless, prone to every sin, 
Tliou knowest all— yet whither shall I go, 
To leave my sms and with them leave my woo, 
iilxcejjt to Thee, who only help canst biing, 
And bid me live thy pardoning love to siJig t 
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I come, my sinful thoughts bare rexed me Song ; 

I fly, foi evil spirits round me throng, 

And I am weak, but Thou, ray God, art strong I 

My teura ate flowing— no, TUou canst not see 

Tiiy child in anguish and not pity me, 

I lay my head upon thy infinite heart, 

I hide beneath the shelter of thy wing ; 

Paraued, and tempted, lielpless, I must cling 

To Tliee, my Father ; bid me not depart, 

For sin and death pursue, and life is where Thou art I 



WA KIN 0. 

I HATE done, at length, with dreammg ; 
Henceforth, Thou Soul of mine, 

Thou must take up sword and ganntle^ 
Waging warfere most divine. 

Life is struggle, combat, victory- 
Wherefore have I slumbered on 

With my forces all unmarshaled, 
With my weapons ajl undrawn I 

Oh, how many a glorious record 
Had the angel of me kept, 

Had I done instead of doubted, 
Had I warred instead of wept I 
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But, begone 1 regret, bewailing, 

Te but weaken at tlie best ; 
I have tried the trusty weapons 

Eesting erst within my breast : 
I have wakened to my duty, 

To a knowledge strong and deep, 
That I dreamed not of aforetime 

In my long, inglorious sleep : 
For to lose is something awful. 

And I knew it not before ; 
And I dreamed not how stupendous 

Was the secret that I bore — 
The great, deep, mysterious secret 

Of a life to be wrought out 
Into warm, heroic action. 

Weakened not by fear or doubt 
In this subtle sense of living, 
Kewly stirred in every vein, 
I can feel a throb electric, 

Pleasure half-allied to parn. — 
Tis so great — and yet so awM — 

So bewildering, yet so brave, 
To be king in. every conflict 

Where ijcfore I crouched a slava 
It's so glorious to be conscious 
Of a glorious power within, 
Btrongsr than the rallying forces 
Of a cliarged and marshnled gin. 
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NOTHINe BUT LEA VJiS. 



JJeyer in tlioae old n 

Felt I half fie sense of life 
That I feol mthiu jue stirring 

Standing in the place of strife. 
Oil, those olilen days of dalliance, 

When I wantoned with my fate, 
When I trified with a knowledge 

That wnsll-nigh had come too late 
Tet, my Soul, look not behind thee, 

Thoi; hast work to do at last ; 
Let the brave toil of the Present 

Orerarcli the crumbling Past; 
Build thy great acts high, and higher 

Build them on the conquered sod 
WLere thy -weakness first fell bleeding, 

And thy first prayer rose to God, 



NOTHINQ BUT LEAVEa. 
"VrOTHING! but leaves: the spirit grievai 
i' Over a wasted life. 
Bins committed while conscience slept; 
Promises made, but nerer kept ; 
Hatred, battle, and strife- 
Nothing but leaves. 

Nothing but leaves : no garnered eheavM 
Of life's fair ripened grain : 
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PATIL GEHHABDT'S HTMfr. 1J3 

Words, idle words, for earnest deeds. 
We sow our seed— lo 1 tares and weeds 
Go reap with toil and pain 
Nothing but leaves. 

HothiDg but leaves : memory weaves 

No veil to sever the past ; 
As we return our wearj way. 
Counting each lost and misspent day, 

We find sadly, !it last, 

Nothing but leaves. 

And shall we meet the Master so, 

Bearing our withered leaTCS ? 
The Saviour !ooka for perfect fruit : 
We stand before Him, humbled, mute, 

Waiting the word He breathes— 
Nothiug but leaves. 

PAUL UKRHARDTS HYMN 

COJIETn sunshine after rain, 
Aft«r morning joy again; 
After heavy, hitter grief. 
Dawneth surely sweet relief: 

And my soul, who, from her height, 
Sank to realms of woe and night, 
Wiuguth now to beaven lier flight. 
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PAUL QEBHAKnrS HTMN. 

He whom this world dares not face. 
Hath refreshed uie with His grace, 
And His might; Hand unbound, 
Chains of hell about me wound ; 

Quicker, stronger, leaps mj blood 
Since His mercj, like a flood, 
Poured o'er all my hc:irt for goodL 

Bitter anguish liare I borne, 
Keen regret my heart hatli torn, 
Sorrow dimmed my weeping eyes, 
Battm blinded me witii lies : 
Yet at last am I set free, 
Help, protection, love, to me 
Once more true companions b& 

Ho'er was left a helpless prey, 

Me'er ivith shame was turned away, — 

He who gave himself to God, 

And on him had cast a loaj:i ; 

Who in God his hope hath placed, 
Shall not life in ])ain outwaste, 
Fullest joj he jet shall taste. 
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» BSST REMAISETH." 



" BEST KEMAJNETW 
rrEST EEMAINETE—oh, how eweet 
Flowery fields for wandering feet^ 
Peaceful calm for aleepless eyes, 
Life for death, and songs for sifjliB. 

Rest remaineth — iiush that aigli ; 
Mourning piJgrim, rest is uigh ; 
Tet a season, bright and blest, 
Thou shait enter on thy rest 

Rest remninetli— Test from sin — 
Guilt can never enter in ; 
Every warring thought shall cease — 
Rest in purity and peace. 

Seat remaineth — rest irom tears. 
Rest from parting, rest from i'ears ; 
Every trembling thought shall be 
Lost, my Saviour — lost in Thee. 

Rest remaineth — oh, how blest 1 
We believe, and we have rest ; 
Paith, reposing faith, hath beea 
'Mongst the things that are not seen. 
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6 •! SHALL BE SATSSFlXDr 

Thus, my Saviour, let me be 
Even liere at rest iu Tkee, 
And, at last, by Thee possessed, 
On Thy boaom sink to rest. 



'■/ SlfALL BE SATIS fl ED." 

VrOT UERBI not here I not wheie Die epark- 
il ling waters 

Fade into moeking sands, as we draw near; 
Where in the wilderness each tbotstep falters; 
[ shall be satisfied — but oli, not here I 

Not here — where evciy dream of bliss deceives us. 
Where the worn spirit never gnins its goal ; 
Where, hnunled ever by the thought that gricvea ua, 
Across us floods of bitter memory roil. 

There is a land where eveij pulse is thrilling 
With rupture earth's sojourners may not know ; 
Where heaven's repose the weary heart is stilling 
ind peacefully life's time-toss' d currents flow. 

Far out of sight, while yet the flesh infolds us, 
Lies the fair country where our hearts nljide, 
Aud of its bliss is aaught more wondrous toM uf 
Than these few nurds : " I shall be satislitd 1" 
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JESUS, 1 AM ^EVES WEASy. IJJ 

SaKsfied! satisliedl the -spirit's yearning 
For sweet companionship with kiadred miniis ; 
Tlie silent love that here meete no returning, 
Tiie inspiration wliicli no language finds. 

Shall they he satisfied ? — the soul's Tagne longings 
TliH aching void which nothing earthly fills ! 

wliat desires upon my soul are thronging, 
A.S I look ui)ward to the hcarenly hills ! 

Thither my weak and weary feet are tending- 
Saviour and Lord, with Thy frail ehUd abide; 
Guide me toward home, wliere, all my wanderingi 
ended, 

1 'ien shall see Tliee and " be satisiied 1" 



JESirS, I AM NEVER WEARY. 

JESUS, I am nerer weary, 
Wlien upon this hed of pain; 
If TLy jiresence only cheer me. 
All my loss I count but gain : 

Ever near me. Lord, remain i 

Dear ones come with fruits and ilowera, 
Thus to cheer my heart the whil«. 
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JESVa, I AM JUMVEAt WMABT. 

la tliese deeply anxious boura; 
Oh ! if Jesus only smile ! — 

Only Juaus 
Can these troubling fears lieguiie. 

Ail my aina were laid upon Thee, 
All my griefs were on Tliee laid ; 

For the blood of Thine atonement 
All my utmost debts has paid ; 

Dearest Saviour I 
I believe, for Thou hast said. 

Dearest Saviour I go not trom me , 
Let Thy presence still abide ; 

Look in tendereat love upon me— 
I am sheltering at Thy side, 

Dearest Sayioui I 
Wlic for suffering sinoers died. 

Both mine arms are clasped BTonnd Thee, 
Aud my head is on Thy breast ; 

For my weary soul has lound Theo 
Such & perfect, perfect rest. 

Dearest Saviour ! 
Now I know that I am bleaL 
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W£ SMALL S£E UIM AH HE E 



WE SHALL SEE UIM AS HE IS. 
VrOT as He ■n-as, a houseless Btranger, 
il With no home to shield His head ; 
Not us aeen ia Betlilehcm's manger, 
Where the hom6d osea fed ; — 

Not aa in tlie Qirden groaning, 
Plunged in deep, mysterious woe, 

All the guilt of man bemoaning. 
While the precious blood-sweats flow ;- 

Not OS seen on Calvary's moui^ain, 
Where He oiTered up His soul. 

Opening wide that sacred Fountain, 
WTiieh alone can make us whole ; — 

Not as He was, a pale and breathless 
Captive in tlie shades beneath, — 

Rut as He is, Immortal, DeatMesa, 
Conqueror o'oi the po?nj« of death t 

Yes I we shall sec Him in our nature 
Seated on His lofty Throae— 

Loved, adored by every creature — 
Owiied aa God, and Qod alouo I 
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iO OOSTENTMSST. 

Thero cuuntlesa hosts of sLiniiig spirit' 
Stdki! their harps, and loudly siag 

To the praiae of Jesus' merits, 
To the glory of their King I 

When we pass o'er death's dark river, 
We shall see Him as He ib- 

Resting in His love and farcr, 
Owning all the glory His. 

There to cast our crowns hetbie llim — 
Oh, what bliss the thought alfords ! 

There forever to adore Him— 

King of kings and Lord of loida I 



CONTENTMENT 

BE thou content ; be still hefore 
His &CC, at whose right hand dotJi rdgn 
Fullness of joy for evermore. 

Without whom all thy toil is vain : 
He ia thy living spring, thy sun, whose rays 
Make glad with life and light thy dreary days, 
Be thou content. 

In Hirii is comfort, light, and grace. 

And changeless love beyond our thought; 

The sorest pang, the wiJrst disgrace. 
If He ia tbere, shall harm thee not. 
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BA V'£ FAlTh la 90P. 181 

Be cnn 111' off tby cross, aoiJ loose (by Iianda, 
Afld calm Ihy fears ■ nay, death is in His Landa ; 
Be thou content. 

Or art tliou friendless and alrrne, 

Hast none in whom thou canst confidu * 

God cai-eth for thee, lonely one — 
Comibrt and help He will provide. 

He sees thy snrrows, and thy hidden gnat, 

Ue knoweth when to aend thee quick rcliof : 
Be thou content. 

Tliy heart's unspoken pain He knowa, 
Thy secret sighs He hears full well ; 

What to none else thou dar'st disclose, 
To Him thou may'st with boldness telh 

He is not far away, hut ever nigh, 

And answerrth willingly the poor man's iry; 
Be thou content. 



/M FE FAITH IN GOD. 

nATE faith in God 1 for He who reigns on high 
Hath borne thy grief and hears the suppU 

Btill to His arms, thine only refiige, fly. 
Have fiiith in Qod I 
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182 SREAL UPON TBB WATKBS. 

Fear not to call on Him, O poul distressed t 
Tb J aoiTQw's wliisper woo3 thee to His breait ; 
lie who 13 oftenest there is ofteneat blest. 
Have faith in God I 

Lean aot ob Egypt's reeds ; slake not thy thirst 
it earthly cisterna. Seek the kiugdom first, 
riiough man and Satan fKght thee witi) tlieil 

Have faitli in God I 

Qo 1 tell Him all I The sigh thy hosom hsaves 
[s heard in heaven. Strength and grace He give§, 
Who gaTe Himself for thee. Our Jesus lives. 
Have faith in God I 



BREAD UPOX TlIK WATERS. 

SAY not, " 'Twas all in vain," 
Tlie anguish, and the darkness, and the strife ; 
Cove thrown upon the waters conies again 
In quenchless yearnings for a nobler life, 
rhink I In that midnight, on thy weai^ sight 
The stars shone forth, and 'neath their welcome 

riiine hopes to Heaven like birds first look thttir 
flight, 
And " thou Bhalt find them— after many days." 



BS£JD VFOATBH WATERS. 185 

Say not, " 'Twaa all in Toia," 

Tlie rigil, and tlie sickness, and the tfataj 
For in that Land " whore there is no more pain," 

The grain is garnered from those mournful jeara 
The fkded lorm, once sheltered on thj breast, 

In gentle ministry tliy care repays ; 
4nd smiling on thee from her sinless rest. 

Pear not to find her — " after many days." 

Say not, " 'Twas all in vain," 

Thy tenderness, thy meekness — oh, not so I 
A strength for others' sufferings shalt thou gain, 

As healing halms from hmisSd flowerets flow. 
Weep not the wealth in fearless faith cast forth 

On the dark billows ahipwiecked to thy gaze; 
The hark was frail, the gem had still its worth, 

And " thou shalt find it — after many days," 

Say not, " Twas aH in rain," 
The watching, and the waiting, and the prayer j 

[(I piercCd hands hath it unassumSd lain ; 
'Twill grow more radiant as it lingercth there, 

'Tia space^where once thy quirering form waa 

Thy heart^wrung sobs no floating breeze betrays , 
Yel, 'mid the white-winged choir tby prayer hath 
passed, 
And " thou shalt find it — after many days." 
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184 SESTFOR THE WEART. 

Say not, •' 'TwaB all in rain,'' 

Tlie patience, and the pity, and the v/ctH 
111 warning breatlied 'mid passion's hurricane. 

Unheeded here— but Qod that whisper hcwd, 
Tlie lander griet; o'er strangers' sorrow shed, 

Tlie sacrifice tliat won no hnman praise. 
In faith upon the waters cast thy Bread, 

For " thoa shalt find it— after many days." 



REST FOR THE WEARY. 

NOT long, not loiijr I The spirit-wasting fever 
Of this strange life shall quit each throbbiB^' 

And this wild pulse flow placidly forcrcr ; 
And endless peace relieve the burning brain. 

Earth's joys are lot a dream ; its destiny 
Is bill decay and death. Its fairest form 

Siiiisliine and shadow mixed. Its brightest day 
A ruiabow braided on the wreaths of storm. 

i'ct (nci-e is blessedness that changcth not ; 

A i-est with God, a life that cannot die ; 
A better portion, and a brighter lot ; 

A home with Christ, a heritage on high. 
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THE OFFERLS'a. 155 

Hcpo for tlii liopclpss, for the weary rest, 
More gentle than the still repose of even I 

Joy for the joyless, bliss for the imhlcst ; 
Hiimes for the desolate iu joudiir heaven. 

The tempest maltos returning calm more dear; 

Tlie darkest midnight makes tke hrightest star j 
Btcti so to US, when al! is ended liere, 

Shall be the past, remembered from afnr. 

riien welcome change and death I since these 

Can break life's fetters, and dissolve its spell ; 
iVelcome all present change,, which speeds ua on 
So swift to that which is uncbiingcable. 



THE OFFERIXO. 
"VI more my own. Lord Jesus ; 
ll Bought with Thy precious ISJoof], 
I give Thee but Thine own, Lord, 
That long Thy love withstood, 

I give the life Thou gaveat, 

My present, future, past ; 
Mj joys, my fears, my sorrows, 

My first hope and my laat. 
10* 
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rSE OFFERING, 

I give Theo up my weakness. 
That oft distrust hath bred, 

Tliat Thy indwelling power 
May thus be perfected. 

I give the love the sweetest 
Thv goodoesa grants to me; 

Take it, and make it meet, Lord, 
For offering to Tiiee. 

Smile 1 and the Tcry shadows 
In Thy blest light shall shine ; 

Take Thou my heart, Lord Jesiis, 
For Thou hast made it Thine. 

Thou know'st my soul's ambition, 
For Thou hast changed its aim ' 

fThe world's reproach I fear not,) 
To share a Saviour's shame ; 

Ontside the camp to suffer ; 

Within the Vail to meet. 
And hear Thj softest whisper 

From out the Mercj-seat^ 

ITi'iu bear'st me on Thy bosom. 
Amidst Thy jewels worn, 

Upon Thy hands deep graven, 
By arms of lore upborne. 
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BOLD ON, HOLD IN. HOLD OUT. 187 

Rescued from sin's destiiiction, 
Ransomed from death and hell; 

Complete in Thee, Lord Jesus: 
Thou hast done all things well I 

Oh, deathless love that bought me I 

Oh, price beyond my ken I 
Oh, Life, that hides my own life 

B'en irom mj fellow-men 1 

Now fashion, form, and fill me 

With light and love Divine ; 
So, ONE with Thee, Lord Jesus, 

Vm Thine— forever Thine 1 



SOLD ON, HOLD IN, BOLD OUT. 

UOLD on, my heart, in thy helieving 1 
The steadfast only wins the crown. 
He wBo, when stormy waves are heaying, 
Parts with hia anchor, shall go down ; 
But he who Jesus holds through all. 
Shall stand, though heaven and earth shall fall. 

Hold in thy murmurs, heaven arraigning t 
The patient see God's loving face : 

Who bear their burdens uncomplaining, 
'Tis they that win the Fathet'a grace ; 
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188 60 TELL JESUS. 

He wounds himself who bears the rod, 
And seta himself fo flyht with God. 

rioli! out I There comes an end to sorrow ■ 
Hope from the dust shall conquei-ing riac { 

The storm foretella a, sunnier morrow ; 
The Cross poiiita on to Paradise, 

The Father reigneth ; cease al! doubt ; 

Ilild on, my heart, hold in, hold out I 



GO TELL JESUS. 

BURT thy sorrow, 
The world hag its ahanj j 
Bury it deeply. 
Hide it with care. 



Think of it calmly 

When curtained by night, 
Tell it to Jesus. 

And all will be right 

Tdl it to Jesus, 

He kuoweth thy grief; 
Tnll it to Jeans, 

He'll send thee relict 
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A FSALM FOR SEW TEARS EVE. 

Gatlicr the sunlight 
Aglow on tliy way; 
. Gather the uiooubeauie, 
Each soft silver ray. 

Bcarta grown aweary 

With heavier woo, 
Droop 'mid the daj-knees — 

Go comlbrt them, go I 

Bury tby sorrow, 

Let others be blest ; 
Give them the sunshine, 

Tell Jesus the rest 



A PSALM FOR KEIV YEAR'S EVE 

A FRIEND stands at the door ; 
la either tight-closed hand 
Hiding nch gifts, three hundred and three-scar 

Waiting to strew theiii daily o'er the land 
Ercn as seed the sower. 
Each drop he treads it in and passes by : 
It cannot be made fruitfiil till it die. 

Oh, good New Tear, we clasp 
T^ warm shut liaad of thine 1 
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190 -* PSALM FOS NEW ZEAB'S STS. 

liOOBing forever, with lialf-sigb, half-grasp, 
That which from ours MI3 like dead Imgeta' 

Ay, whether fierce its grasp 

Has been, or gentle, having been, we hnow 
That it was blessed ; let the Old Tear go. 

Oh, New Tear, teach us faith I 

The road of life is hard ; 
mieu our feet bleed, and scourging winda ;« 
scathe, 
Poiut thou to Him whose visage was mor« 
marred 
Than any man's ; who saith 
" Make straight paths for your feet—" and to 

the opprest — 
'* Come ye to Me, and I will give you rest." 

Tet hang some lamp-like hope 

Above this unknown way, 
Bind year, to give our spirits freer scope, 

And our haods strength to work while it is Jaj 
Hut if that way must slope 

Tomhward, oh, bring before our fading eyes 

The lamp of life, tlie Hope that never dies I 

Comfort our souls with love, — 
IjOvo of all human kind : 
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THE CELESTIAL COUNTRY. n>l 

Lo7e Bpecial, close — in which like sheltered dove 
Each weary heart its own safe neat may find ; 

And love that turns abore 
Adoringly ; contented to resign 
All loves, if need be, for the Love Divine. 

Pnend, come thou like a friend, 

And whether bright thy face. 
Or dim with cloada we cannot comprehend, — 

We'll hold our patient hands, each in his place, 
And trust thee to the end; 

Knowing thou leadest onwards to those sphcrei 

Wliere there ore neither days, nor months, n« 
years. 



THE CELESTIAL COUNTRY. 

THE world is very evil I 
The times are waxing late : 
Be sober, and keep vigil ; 

The Judge is at the gate: 
The Judge That comes in mercy. 

The Judge that comes with might, 
To terminat* the evil. 

To diadem the right. 
When the just and gentle Monarch 

Bhftll summon Irom the tomb. 
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! THE CELESTIAL COUSTRI. 

Let man, the guilty, tremble, 

For 3Ian, tbe God, shall doom 
Arise, arise, good Chrigtian, 

Let right to wrong succeed ; 
Let penitential sorrow 

To heavenly glndaess lead ; 
To the light that hath no evening, 

That knows nor moon nor sun 
The light so new and golden, 

The light that is but one. 
And when the Sole-Begotten 

Shall render up onee more 
The kingdom to the Fatheb 

Wliosc own it was before,— 
Then glory yet unheard of 

Shall shed abroad its ray, 
Resolying all enigmas. 

An endless Sabbath-day. 
Then, then from his oppressors 

The Hebrew shall go free. 
And eelebrute in triumph 

The year of Jubilee ; 
And the sunlit Land that recks not 

Of tempest nor of fight. 
Shall fold within its bosom 

Each happy Israelite ; 
The Home of fadeless splendor, 

Of flowers that fear no thorn. 
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TBE CELESTIAL COUNTS I. 

Where they shall dwell 83 children, 

Who here as esilea iiioum. 
Midst power that kuowsuo limit, 

And wisdom free from bound, 
The Beatiic Vision 

Shall glad the 8ainta arouDd: 
The peace of iili the faithful, 

The calm of all the blest, 
Inviolate, unvaried, 

Divinest, sweetest, best. 
Yes, peace I for war is needless, — 

Yes, calm 1 for storm is past, — 
And goal from finished labor, 

And anchorage at last. 
That peace — but w ho may claim it I 

The guileless in thefr way, 
Who keep the ranks of battle, 

Who mean the thing tliey say : 
The peace that is for heaven. 

And shall be Ibi- the cartU : 
The palace that le-echoea 

With festal song and mirth ; 
The garden, breathing spices. 

The paradise on high : 
Grace beautified to glory. 

Unceasing minstrelsy. 
There nolhing can be feeble. 

There none can ever Taaitra, 
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TBE OglESTJAL COOSTUr 

There oothing is divided, 

Tiieie nothing can be torn : 
Tis fury, ill, and scandal, 

'Tia jieacolesa peace below ; 
Peace, endlesa, atrifeless, agelew, 

Tiie lialla of Sjon know : 
O liappy, holy portion, 

Riifection for the blest ■ 
True vision of true hcauty, 

Sweet cuxe of all distreas I 
Strive, man, to win that glory ; 

Toil, man, to gain that ligllt j 
Send hope before to grasp it. 

Till hope he lost in sight : 
Till Jfiaua gives the portion 

Those Messed souls to fill. 
The insatiate, yet satisfied, 

Tlie full, jet craving still. 
That fullness and that craving 

Alike are free from pain, 
Where thou midst heavenly citiEOM^ 

A home like theirs shalt gain. 
Here is the warlike trumpet ; 

There, life set fi'ee from sin ; 
When to the last Great Supper 

The faithful shall come in : 
When the heavenly net is laden 

With fishes many and great ; 
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TBB CELESTIAL COUSTIiY, \i 

Bo glorious in its fullness, 

Tet so inyiolate : 
And the perfect from the shattered, 

And the fall'ii from them that stand, 
And the sheep-flock from the goat-lierd 

Shall part on either hand : 
And these shall pass to torment, 

And those shall triumph, then ; 
The new peculiar nation, 

Blest numher of blest men. 
Jerusalem demajids them ; 

They paid the price on earth 
And now shall reap the harvest 

In bhssfulnesa and mirth : 
The glorious holy pei.ple, 

Who evermore reiiud 
Dpon their Chief and Father, 

Tlie King, the Crucified : 
The sacred ransomed number 

Now bright with endless sbeeu. 
Who made the Cross their watcli w ord 

Of Jest?8 Nazareno : 
Who, ted with heavenly nectar. 

Where tbul-like odors play, 
Draw out the endless leisure 

Of that long vernal day ; 
And through the sacred lilies, 

And ilowera on every side. 
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THE C£IE3TIAL COOSTST. 

The happy dear-bought people 

Go wandering far and wide. 
Their breasts are filled mth gladnefls, 

Their mouths are tuned \o praise, 
"What time, now safe forever, 

On former svas they gaze : 
The fouler was the error, 

The sadder was the fall, 
The ampler are the praises 

Of Him Who pardoned all. 
Their one and only anthem. 

The fullness of Hia loye, 
Who gives, instead of torment. 

Eternal joys above : 
Instead of torment, gloiy ; 

Instead of death, that lite 
Wherewith jour happy Country, 

True IsracUies I is rife. 

Brief life is here our portion ; 

Brief sorrow, short-lived care 
The lite that knows no ending 

The tearless life, is there. 
happy retribution I 

Short toil, eternal rest ; 
For mortals and for sinners 

A mansion with the bleat ! 
That we should look, poor wand'rers. 
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THE CELESTIAL COUSTRT. \ 

To have our home on high ! 
That worms should seek for dwellings 

Boyoad the starry sky I 
To all one happy guerdon 

Of one celestial grace ; 
For all, for all, who monm thoir fall, 

Is one eternal place : 
And martyrdom hath roses 

Upon that heaTenly ground ; 
And white and yh^in lilies 

For Tii^!:in-souls abound. 
There grief is turned to pleasure 

Such pleasure, as below 
No human voice can utter. 

No human heart can know ■ 
And after fleshly scandal. 

And after this world's night. 
And after storm and whirlwind, 

Is calitv, and joy, and light. 
And now we fight the battle. 

But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 

And passionless renown : 
And now we wateh and struggle 

And now we live in hope. 
And 3yoc, in her angiiish, 

"With Bahylon must cope ; 
But He Whom now we trust in 
17* 
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THE OELESTIAL OOUSTBS. 

Sliall then be seen and known, 
Aud thoj that know and see Him 

Shall have film for their own. 
The niisei-able pleaanrea 

Of the body shall decay ; 
The bland and flattering struggles 

Of the flesh ehall pass away ; 
And none shali there be jealous ; 

And none shall there contend ; 
Fraud, clamor, gnile— what aay I ) 

All ill. all ill shall end 1 
And there is David's Fountain, 

Aud life in fullest glow, 
And there the light is golden. 

And milk and honey flow : 
Tho light tJiat hath no evening, 

The liealth that hath no enre, 
The life that hath no ending, 
But lasteth evermore. 

ITierc Jesus shall embrace Ua, 

There Jksus be embraced, — 
That spirit's food and sunshine 

Whence earthly love is chased. 
Amidst the happy chorus, 

A place, however low, 
f.liall show Hint us, and, showing, 

Shall satiate evermo. 
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THE CELESTIAL GOUHITRY. 

By liope we struggle onward, 

Wliile here we must be fed 
B; milk, ss tender Infants, 

But there by Living Bread, 
The night was full of terror. 

The morn is bright with gladneas 
The Cross becomes our harbor. 

And we triumph after sadnesg : 
And jESTis to His true ooea 

Brings trophies fair to see : 
And jBeua shall be loved, and 

Beheld in Galilee : 
Beheld, when mom shall waken, 

And shadows shall decay, 
And each tnie-iioarted servau* 

Shall shine as doth the day . 
And every ear shall hear it :- - 

Behold tliy King's array ■ 
Behold thy God in l>eauty, 

The Law hath past away I 
Tea I God my King and Portiou, 

In fiillneES of His grace, 
We then shall see forever, 

And worship &ce to fece. 
Then Jacob into Israel, 

Prom earthlier self estranged, 
And Xieah into Rachel 

Forever shall be chanf^ed : 
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THE CELESTIAL C( ^STRV. 

Then a]l the halls of Sjon 
For aye shall be complete, 

And, JD Ihe Land of Beauty 
All things of heauty meet. 



For thee, O dear, dear Countrj 1 

Mine eyea their Tigils keep ; 
For Teiy love, heholding 

Thy happy name, they weep: 
The mention of thy glory 

la unction to the hrcast. 
And medicine in sickness, 

And love, and lift, and rest 
O one, O onely Mansion ! 

O Paradise of Joy I 
Where tears are ever banished. 

And smiles have no alloy ; 
Beside thy living waters 

All plan's nre, great and small. 
The cedar of the forest, 

The hy^op of the wall : 
With jaspers glow thy bulwarks , 

Thy atj'eots with eniei'alds falaza- 
Tlie sardius and the topaz 

Unite in thee their raya : 
Thine ageless walls ate bonded 

Will) amethyst unpriced : 
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TRE CEIESTIAL COUSTRT. 

Thj Saints build up its fabric, 

And the comer-atone is CnaisT. 
Tbe Cross is all thj spleodor, 

Tbe Crucified tty praise : 
His laud and benediction 

Thy ransomed people raise: 
Jesds, tbe Gem of Beauty, 

True God and Man, tbey sing 
The neTcr-failing Garden, 

The ever-golden Ring ; 
The Door, tbe Pledge, tbe Husband, 

The Guardian of his Court : 
The Day-star of Salvation, 

Tbe Porter and tbe Port. 
Tliou bast no shore, fair ocean 1 

Thou hast no time, bright day t 
Dear fountain of refrcslimettt 

To pilgrims far away I 
Upon the Rock of Ages 

They raise thy holy tower : 
Tbinc is the victor's laurel, 

And thine the golden dower : 
rhon feel'st in mystic rapture, 

Bride that know'st no guile. 
The Prince's swecttst kisses, 

Tbe Prince's loveliest smile ; 
Dnfading lUies, braceleta 

Of living pearl thine own ; 
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J THE CELESTIAL COUXTBT, 

The Lamb is ever near thee, 

The Bridegroom thine alone; 
The Crown ia He to guerdon. 

The Buckler to protect. 
And He Himself the Mansioc 

And He the Architect, 
The only art thou needest, 

Thanksg-iTing for th j lot : 
The only joy thou seekest, 

The Life where Death is not 
And all thine endless leisure 

In sweetest accents sings, 
The ill that was thy merit,— 

The wealth that is thy King's 

Jerusalem the golden, 

With milk and liuney blest, 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice oppressed : 
I know not, I know not. 

What social joys are there; 
What radiancy of glory. 

What light beyond compare I 
And when I fiiin would sing them, 

My spirit fails and faints ; 
And viiniy would it image 

The assemhly of the Saints. 
Tlu^ stand, those halls of Syon, 
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THB OELESTIAL GOnXTBr. 

Conjubilunt with song, 
And briglit with many an angel, 

And all the martyr throng : 
The Prince ia ever in them ; 

The daylight is serene ; 
The pastures of the Blessed 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 
There is the throne of David,— 

And there, from care released. 
The song of them that triumph, 

The ahout of them that feast : 
And they who, with their LeadM', 

Have conquered in the fight, 
Forever and forever 

Are dad in robes of white I 

O holy, placid harp-notes 

Of that eternal hymn 1 
O sacred, sweet refection, 

And peace of Seraphim I 
thirst, forever ardent, 

Tet evermore content t 
O tnie peculiar vision 

Of God cunctipotent 1 
Ye know the many mansions 

For mmy a glorious name^ 
And divers lelJibutions 

That divers merits claim : 
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IHk CAXESTUL COUNTRT. 

For midst the constellations 
That deck onr earthly sky, 

This star than that is hrightcr, — 
Anci so it is on high. 



Jerusalem the glorious I 

The jilory of th' Elect I 
dear and future yision 

That eager hearts expect ; 
Even now by faith I see thee ; 

Even here thy walls discern : 
To thee my though'^s are kindled. 

And strive and pant and yearn : 
Jerusalem the onely, 

Tliat look'st from heitven below, 
Ja thee is all my glory ; 

In mo ia all my woe : 
And though my body may not, 

My spirit seeks thee fain, 
Till flesh and earth rotum me 

To earth and flesh again. 
O none can tell thy bulwarks, 

How gloriously they rise : 
'i none can tell thy capitals 

Of beautiful device ; 
Thy loveiiaess oppresses 

All human thought and heart ' 



uGoogIc 



THE CELESTIAL COUSTRY 

And none, O peace, Syon, 

Can sing thee as thou art. 
New mansion of new people, 

Wboni God's own love and liglit 
Promote, iacrease, make lioly, 

Identify, unite. 
Thou City of the Angela ! 

Thou City of the Lord ! 
Whosp everlasting music 

I3 the glorious decacliord !* 
And there the band of Propheta 

United praise ascribes, 
And tliere the tnclve-fold elion» 

Of Israei'a ransomed tribes: 
The lily-beds of virgias, 

The roses' martyr-glow, 
The cohort of the Fathers 

Who kept the taith below. 
And there the Sole-Begotten 

Is LOKD in regal state ; 
He, Judah's mystic Lion, 

He, Lamb Immaculate. 
fields that know no sorrow ! 

state that fears no strite 1 

M-ocAorrf. With reference Vt tbo myBtlcal ospl 
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ZRS CELEiT/AL COCA'THT. 



O princely bow'ra 1 O land of flow'rs I 
O realm and home of life I 



Jerusalem, exulting 

On tliat aeeurest shore, 
I hope tbee, wish, thee, sing tbc«, 

And love thee eyermore 1 
I oak not for my merit : 

I aeelt not to deny 
My merit is tiestruction, 

A child of wrath am I : 
But yet with Faith I venture 

And Hope upon my way ; 
For those perennial guerdons 

I labor night and day. 
The Best and Dearest Fathkb 

Wlio made me and Who saved, 
Bore with me in defilement, 

And from defilement laved ; 
When in His strength 1 struggle, 

For Tery joy I leap, 
When in my sin I totter, 

I weep, or try to weep : 
And grace, sweet grace celestial, 

Shall all its love display. 
And David's lioyal Fountain 

Purge every sia away. 
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TEE CELESTIAL COUNTSY. 

mine, my golden Syon 1 
lovelier far tlian gold ! 

With laurel-girt battalions, 
And safe victorious fold : 

O sweet and blessfed Country, 
8Lall I ever see tiy face ) 

aweet aod bleasfid Conutfj, 
SLall I ever win thy grace ) 

1 haw the hope within me 
To comfort and to b!ess I 

Shall I ever win the prize itself i 
teU me, tell me, Tea I 

Exult, dust and ashea 1 

The Lord shall he thy part : 
His only. His forerer, 

Thou shalt be, and thou art I 
Exult, O dust and ashea ! 

The Lord shall be thy part : 
His only, His forever, 

Tbou shalt be, and thou art I 
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TAKE HEART OF 9JCAOX 



•• TAKE HEART OF GRACE.' 

OTI, thou 1 wlio tossing on life's troubled ocean, 
Moumeat th<j hidings of thy Father's face, 
ind comfortleas, amid the wild commotion, 
Seekest in vain some quiet reating-plate ; 
Thou weary, fainting soul I " take heart o( 

Look up I when storms of woe are round thee 
sweeping, 

Leam thou in all thy Saviour's hand to trace : 
Above the storm, behind the dark clouds, keeping 

Ceaseless wati:h o'er thee, beams my loving lace ; 

Therefore, thou faithless one I take heart of 

Not all the fiercest tempests round thee blowing, 
Can drive thee far from heaven's sweet resting- 
place; 

Not all the floods thy sorrowing soul o'erflowing, 
Can long avail to hide from thee my face ; 
Therefore, O downcast soul I take heart of grace. 

Jh, waste no more thy breath in weak complain' 
ing! 
Doubts throw aside 1 No longer thus disgrace 
My feithful love that leading, guiding, training, 
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PctE^te Ihec thns for mj own dwelling -place 
O tLou rebellious soal I take heart of grace. 

Hast thou not seen Low, for some pi-ecious treaaoTf^ 
Men beat of purost gold, » goodly case ? 

Or cut for fragrant odors, at their pleasure, 
Out of rough stone, a rare and poiished vase ! 
O thou short-siglited one I take heart of grace 

Like them, when for mvself I am preparing 
Out of the soul, a fit abidmg-place ; 

I hew thee, beat thee, till I see thee bearing 
JIj image ; and my perfect likeness trace ; 
Therefore, thou chosen one I take heart of grace. 

Oh then, be of good couMige i for I love thei. , 
Gladly and cheerftiUy each cross embrace, 

And bear it manfully ; for soon above thee. 
Light from my throne each cloud away shall 

Therefore, afflicted one I take heart of grace. 

And soon lito's sorest trials passed forever, 
Faultless before thy and my Father's face, 

I will present thee joyfully ; and never 
Need to say 1o thee, in that resting-place, 
O weary, fainting soul ! take heart of grace. 
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2] BEOj. ass EE FIRST LC VED US. 

For eyery tour of that bleat life immortal, 
Tliou sbalt be glad my guiding band to trace, 

That made tbeo meet, by trials, tbroagh tiie portal 
To enttr in, and rest in my embrace ; 
riiuretbre, look upward I and take heart o( 



BECAUSE HE FIRST LOVED US 

I LOVE Tliee, my God t but not 
For what I hope thereby, 
Nor yet because who love Thee not 

Must die eternally, 
I love Thee, O my God 1 and still 

I ever will love Thee, 
Bolely because, my God, Thoii an. 
"Wlio first hast lovGd me I 

For me, to lowest depths of woe 

Thou didst Thyself abase ; 
For me didst bear the cross, the Bhame^ 

And manifold disgrace ; 
For rae didat suffer pains unknown, 

Blooa'Sweat and agony. 
Tea, death itself— all, all for mel 

For me. Thine enemy i 
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f,ICE AND IN PllISON. 

Tbec shall I not, Saviour, mine 1 

Shall I not love Thei: well ? 
Not witli the hope of winning heaven, 

Nor of escaping liell ; 
Not with the hope of earning aught, 

Nor seeking a reward ; 
But freely, fully, as Thyself 

Hast lovOcl me, Lord I 



SICK AND IN PRISON. 

WILDLY falls the night around me, 
Chains I cannot hreak have bound ID< 
Spirits unrebuked, und riven 
From before me darken Heaven ; 
Creeds bewilder, and the sajing 
Unfelt prayer makes need of praying. 

In this bitter anguish lying 

Only Thou wilt hear my crying — 

Thon whoso hands wash white the emng. 

As the wool is at the shearing, 

Not with dulcimer or psalter, 

Bat with tean), I seek Thine altar. 
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Feet, that trod the monut bo weaiy, 
Eyes, that pitying looked on Mary, 
Hands, that brought a Father's blessioj, 
Heads of little children pressing ; 
Voice, that said, " Behoid thy Mother," 
Lo I I seek ye, and none other, 

Loolc, O gentlest eye of pity, 
Out ot Zion, glorious city 1 
Speak, O voice of mercy, sweetly ! 
Hide me, hands of love, completely. 
Sick, in prison, lying lonely. 
Ye can lift me up — Te only. 

In mj hot brow soothe the aching. 
In my sad heart stay the breaking ; 
On my lips, the murmurs trembling 
Change to praises nndissembling ; 
Make me raise as th' evangels, 
Clotht, me with the wings of angels. 

Power, that made the few loaves many, 
Power, that 'jlcised the wine at Cana, 
Power, that said to Lazarus "waken," 
Leave, oh, leave me not forsaken, 
Sick, and hungry, and in prison. 
Save me, Crucified and Kisen 1 
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'J.a OSE WHOM Jm MCTKEE VOMFORTETII."' 



"AS OA'E WHOM HIS MOTHER COM- 
FOR TKTil." 

'; 00 will I t:otnfort you," as wiien a sobbinH 

O child 

Seeks sweet hoartrcomfort on ita raothct's breast ; 
By ijcr carcsBEs fond unconsdously beguiled 

From memories of pain, soon sinks to rest 

"Te shall be comforted." Our hearts are faint 
and sore. 
■Wc would be iittle children once again ; 
But childhood would bring back the griefe we 
knew of yore, 
But not the mother who caressed ua then. 

We need a stronger love, we seek a deeper rest. 
Whose type and earnest we once knew in this ; 

The nestling of the child upon its mother's breast, 
The sweet dreams won us by her " good-nigut " 



Frtrd I grant us restful sleep, untroubled, swett 
and calm, 

Not fitful slumbers 'mid Life's fevered dream ; 
Oh, seal our weary eyelids with thy touch of balm 

Sot to ro-Ojpe until the Great Day's gleam. 
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iH"ASONE WHOMBlflilOrHKR COMFORTETU,' 

And jot we are such cbildren, foolish, weak and 

blind, 

lliat while we long for sleep, thy gentle ban<l 

May change the calming cup, and far more wiw! 

and kind, 

Give needed bitterness with this command : 



" Drink, child !" Thy Father's loTe shall make the 

unsought draught 

Sweet to thy sou!, though bitter to thy lips. 

Think, how for thee, thy rinless Elder Brother 

quailed 

The cup thou filled'st, 'neath mj love's eclipse. 

Ah, Father I whatsoe'er thy children truly need 

Thou givest, not whatever they implore. 
And oil we grieving think, Thy mercy gives nu 

To c ar rash pleadings, when our hearts are sore 

Put when tlie long sad lesson we have learned a 

And with unmurmuring mer.kneas we receive 
The cup, whose bitter draught gives new and 
mighty strength, 
We own Thy wise true love, and no more grieve 
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'dSOiTE WBOU a!& MOTHER C03fFORT£Tff:-2\i 

But rest in patient liope, although Thou longirith- 
hold 
The chalice. Death ani\ Life bmumed, cliris- 
mal seal 
Of conquest at ■whose touch the pearly gates un- 
fold, 
And Heaven's high gloriea to the soul rereal. 

We only wait aa minors, till the glad birfh-<tay 
Shall crown ua kings before our Father's throne. 

&.B princely exiles hero, we struggle, toil, and pray, 
With eyes by watching very weary grown. 

For comfortless, aye, orphan'd. Thou dost neTet 

Thy children. Trusting hearts are kept in peact, 
And when our night-time comes, Thou'lt bid ua 
sleep to wake 
Wliere every sob ia hushed anci sorrows ceaaa 
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THE los is not af stainless alaoasfei 
Whicli o'er tby feet I break ; 
Nor tilled with costly ointment, gracioaa Master, 
Pourecffor Thy Bake. 

Nay, rather is it siapen in this fashion — 

A liTing heart, 
Dashed all across with scarlet stains of passion, 

And broke in part ; 

While irom its open wound cornea softly dri|>pina 

Like slow tears shed. 
Or Iieayy drops, along thy footstool slipp ag, 

Its liJc-hlood red. 

Ii ncciJs no balm of mjrrh for sweet or bitter, 

nut life and love ; 
The sad conditions make mine offering fitter 

Tlij heart to move. 

From all these claims ar cmet wrong and anguish. 

This load of grief 
Wherewith my soul doll pant, and maurn, iiud ka- 
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\n thy far home is not thy soul still tender 

For mortal woe ? 
Ilear'st tlion not sHll, amid that spotless splendor 

That sei'apha know ? 

■O, mm thy human eyes from heavenly glory I 

Say, as before, 
1 liose tendercst words of all thy Gospel story : 
" Go, sin no more I" 



EYEiriS'G. 

GENTLY the dew falls on the grass, 
Tlie winds are hushed to rest, 
And softly sints the crescent moon, 
Ado'tn the qaiet west. 

And one by one, as shadows fall, 
The stars come out on high, 

'lill ia full brightness spreads unveiled, 
The glory of the sky, 

I si( upon the summer hiHs, 

Far from the noisy flironf,', 
And hear the modest night-bird sing 

Her low and plaintive song. 

The little streamlets bright and clear 
Go singing on their way, 
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Wliile coiiDtlcas insect voices wettT* 
Their never-ending laj. 

God, in such an honr aa tbia, 
How yeams the soul to know 

The mysteries of the heavens above 
And of the earth below I 

An atom in the boundless whole, 
A speck upon the air, 

1 seem as one engulfed and lost, 

Without a, Father's eare. 

Mj life I draw, I know not how. 

From the mysterious past; 
Before me stretches all unknown 

A futore strange and vast. 

What part have I in this wide rea m t 

What place have I to fill? 
Or can the smalleat isaue hang 

Upon my wavering will ! 

fet folded in these shades of night, 

My busy thoughts arise, 
To range afar the fields of earth, 

And wander through the skies. 
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Is lliere a hand that reaches down 
Prora out tliis vast uaknown ) 

Is there a loye thit beckons me 
To the eternal throne i 

I ask the silent stars above, 

As men have asked of old, 
Ho voice comes from them, as they look, 
13 still and cold. 



The entrance of Thy Word, God 1 

Alone can break this night, 
And shed o'er all the way I go, 

A clear and living light. 

By faith, I take that blessed Word 

And follow at its call ; 
The God who made tlie heavens and enr'.li, 

Can see and know them all. 



HIS WA YS. 

I' ASKED ior grace to lift me high, 
J. Above the world's depressing cares, 
God sent me sorrows — with a sigh 
I sai(1. He has not heard my prayers. 
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aSfl SJS WATS. 

I asked for liglit, that I might aee 
Wj path along life's thoruj road ; 

But clouds and darkness sliadowed me 
IVlicn I expected light from Goo.. 

I asked for peace, that I might rest 

To think my sacred duties o'er, 
When lo I such horrors filled my breast 

As I Lad never felt before. 

And I cried, can this be prayer 

Whose plaints the steadfast mornitains moT4 1 
Can tills be Heaven's prevailing care; 

And, mj God, is this Thy love J 

But soon I found that Borroiv, worn 
As Dutj's garment, strength supplies, 

And out of darkness meekly borne 
Unto the righteous light doth rise. 

And soon I found that fears which stirr'd 

My startled soul God's will to do, 
On me more real peace conferr'd 

Than ja life's calm I ever knew. 

Then, Lord, in Thj mysterious ways 

Lead mj depeudent spirit on. 
And whensoever it kneels and prays, 

Track it to say, "Thy will b'i donel" 
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IN THE HARVEST FIELD. 

Let ita one thought, one hope, one prayer. 
Thine image seek— Tliy glory see ; 

Let every other wish and care 
Be left confidingly to Thee I 



STBENGTU FOR THE DAY. 

STRENGTH for the day I At early dan-n I stand, 
Helpless and weak, and with unrested eyes, 
Watching for day. Before its portal lies 
A ]ow black cloud — a heavy iron band : 
Slowly the mist is lifted from tlie land, 
And pe;iri and amber gleam serosa the skies, 
Gladdening my upward ga/e with sweet surprise 1 
I Divn the sign : I Ifnow that He whose hand 

Hath fringed those sombre clouds with ruby ray, 
And changed that iron bar to molten gold. 
Will to my wandering steps be guide and stay- 
Breathe o'ei my wavering heart Hia rest for aye, 
And give my waiting, folded palms to hold 
Hie blesse-,1 morning boon— strength for the day 



IN THE HARVEST FIELD. 

GLORY to Him who bids the field 
Its blessing to our toil to yield. 
Who giveth mue'i, who giveth more, 
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'Sa IN THE MASVEST HELD. 

IHIl store and basket runneth o'er ; 
Tims, ere the golden skies grow dim, 
Oome, let tis sing our Harvest hjuiQ. 

nis finger on the land dfttb lay 
lis beauty, stretching far away; 
His breath doth fill the opal skies 
With grandeur dread to mortal eyes - 
He gives man harvest from the ^ild, 
And drops the daisies for the child. 

But oh, how shall we dare draw near I 
Such power is veiled in mists of fear, 
What can we be lo One who fills 
The awful silence of the hills, 
Who knows the secrets of the sea. 
The wild beasts in the forests free ? 

But, Lord, we know Thee otherwise— 
A slighted man, with loving eyes, 
Toiling along with weary feet 
Such paths as these among the wheat; 
Come from the light of Heaven's throw 
To call DO home on earth Thine own. 

Lord, Thou givest bounteous spoil 
To the poor measure of our toil. 
For our few gray dark sowing days 
The glow of A'-gust's evening blaze. 
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NOT AS THE WORLD QIVETH. 

And what can we give for the pain 
With which Thou sowed immortiil grain 1 

Notliing — for all wc have is Thine, 
Who need'at not cnrn, nor oil, nor wine ; 
Nothing — unless Thou make us meet 
To follow Thee through tares and wheat, 
And from the storm of wrath and sin 
To help Thee hring Thj harvest in. 



NOT A8 TEE WORLD GIVBTH. 

CLEARER than vision of inspired dreamer! 
Dearer than hope of gloriea yet to he I 
Fall on the heart, Thy words, O blest Redeemer — 
" Not as the world giveth give I unto thee I" 

Not as the world giveth, though her fields are waving 
White with her incense-flowers, Uke foaui upon the 

Not though her singing birds their earth-born songs 

are saving 
'Till in the upper air they pour them out to Thee ; 

Kot though the fair of earth still with sweet en 

deavor, 
Set firm white fii,ce3 'gainst the tide of wrong; 
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It-i NOT AS TRi WORLD QIYF.TU. 

Not though love's monotone and children's TOioet 

Hide in the harmonies of earth's parest soiig ; 

N'lt tliougli Faith, victorious, seizes Eartli's liidi 

places. 
Seta over all the steady star of Hope ; 
Not though Ims^ that suffereth and is kind, her Iracea 
Leaves on the soul, tliat scarce with flesh can cope ; 

Not with earthly splendor, though her days in dying 
Lie down in blue and gold, and wrap themselves in 

Not thougii the saints of God iu her still valleys 

lying, 
Write o'er their resling-places, " Hallowed be Thj 

Not as the world giveth, though her ttecB and 

grasses 
Climb her high mountains and cluster in her elouds; 
Not as the world giveth, though her fiimc, t!;:it 

passes. 
Gilds with brief glory her kings in purple shrouds ; 

Not as the world giveth, though her hand be laden 
Heavy with the jewels earth still liolds for man ; 
Not as the wor.i giveth, though a man and maiden 
Know, tor a moment, more than imgcl can. 



A SAVIOUKS LOVX. 

Not such as these, that leave no Kign ii. Ajing, 
Is the dear Voice — we know it to he true — 
That through the ages to the saints is crying, 
•• Not as the world givetli give I unto you." 



A BAYIOUsrS LCVM 

<' T OVE I Thee, Lord t How much love 1 1 

XJ Truly, Lord, I Cannot t«ll." 
" Yet thou loT'st Me i" " Yes, I love The«, 
LoTC Thee passing, passing well. 

" I would give ail hoped-for glory 
Gladly yield my slender all, 
To behold Thy face forever. 
At Thy blessed feet to fail. 

" Yes, I love Thee as I never 

Loved upon this earth before; 
I Lave loved, intensely, wildly. 
Yet, oh, Lord I I love Thee more." 

"Tiy, my child, Mij love to measure." 

" Rising heights each height transcend." 

** Sink tlie plummet I" " Lord, 'tis weary, 
And it cannot liud tlii? end." 
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/\ / all tl];; nights of moat mysterious drea(J, 

yj Tliia elded earth hath known, none matched 

in gloom 
That eruciflsion night when Christ lay deud. 
—Scaled up in Joseph's tomb I 



No fait!, that rose sublime above tlie pain, 
Remembered in its anguisli what He said; 

"After three days and I ahaU rise again," 
— Their liopelesa hearts were dead. 



Tiiroughout the ghastly » Preparation Day," 
How had that stricken mother dragged iier breath 
Like all of Adam born, her God-given lay 
Cuneath the doom of death. 



The prophecy she nursed through pondering years 
Of apprehension, now had found ifa whole 

Pnlfillment, infinite hejoni! her feara 
— 'J'he sword liod picroi:J her soul ! 
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rLo vp.bument tears of Peter well might flow. 
Mixed with, the wormwood of repentant shame; 

Now would he \ield his lifii thrice told, if so 
He might confess the name 



Se had denied with ciiraea. Fruitless were 
'J'lie keen remorses now, the gnawing smart ; 

A. hearier stone than sealed the sepulchre 
Was roUeJ above his heart. 



Surprise and giief and baffled hopes sufficed 
To rush as seas their souls and God betweuu ; 

Yet none of ali had mourned the buried Christ, 
Ah Marj Magdalene. 

When all condemned— He bade ter live again, 
When all were hard— His pity moved above 

Her penitent spirit, healed it, cleansed its stain, 
And made it pure with love. 



4nd she had broken all her costliest store 
O'er him wiiose tenderness, so new, so rare, 

Itood like a stroiig, white angel evermore 
"fwixt lier ^iid mad despair. 
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And He was dead ! — Iler peace liad died witli liiinl 
The demons wlio liail fied at liis control, 

TVitli seyenfold cliaius within their dungeons dim, 
Would henceforth liind her soul. 



EIow bIowIj crept the Sabbath's endless week ! 

What achiag vigils watched the lingering day, 
When she might atagger through the dark and seek 

The garden where lie lay ! 



And when she ttrid her way to meet the Uitwn, 
And found the gatos uabarred,— a grieving moan 

Broke from her lips-—" Who," for her strength was 
" Will roll away the stone ?" [gone — 



She held no other thought, no hope but this ; 

To look— to touch the Siicrcd flesh once mor 
"Ilaudle the spices with adoring kiss, 
And help to wind him o'er 



With the fair linen Joseph had prepared, — 
Lift reverently the wounded hands and teet, 

And gaze, one blinded, on tlie features bared. 
And drink the last, moit iiveet. 
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Divine illusion of liia presence there ; 

And then, the emhalmiug done, with o 
Of utmost, unappeasable despair, 

Seek out her home and die. 



Lo ! the black square that showed the opeted tomb I 
She sprjing — she entered unafraid — and swept 

Her arms outstretching, groping through the gloom, 
To touch Him where He slept. 



Her trembling fingers grasped tlie raiment cold, 
Pungent with aloes, lying where He lay: 

She smoothed her hands ahove it, fold by fold, — 
Her Ixird was stolen away ! — 



And others came anon, who wept him sore, — 
Simon and John, the women pale and spent 

With fearful watchings ; wondering more and m( 
They questioned, gazed, — and went. 



Nor thus did Mary. Though the lijgering g 
Pa»"ed into brightness, and city's stir 

Came floa'ing upwartl to tlie golden tomb. 
There was no dawn for her: 
20 
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No room for faintest hopes, nor utmost fears ; 

For when she sobbing stoopud, and saw the twain 
WhitP-clothen angels, through her falling tears, 

Sit wliore her Lord had lain, — 



Anil ask, — " Why weepest thou V — there brake n 

But she with deaden'd calm her answer made : 
" Because they have taken anay my Lord, and I 
Know not where He ia laid." 



— "Was it a step upon the dewy grass t 
"Waa it a garment rustled by the wind? 

Did some hushed breathing o'er her senses pass, 
And draw her looks behind 1 



She turned and saw — the very Lord she sought — 
Jesus, the newly-risen I . . . but no surprise 

Held her astound and rooted to the spot ; 
Her film'd and holden eyes 

XXIY. 

Had only vinion for the swathed form; 

Nor from her mantle lifted she her face, 
Nor marreled that the gardener's voice should wans 

With pity at her case : — 



Till sprang the sudden thouglit, "If he sliould 

And then she turned full quickly : " Sir, I i>ray 
Tell me where thou hast borne Him, that I may go 
And tjtke Him thence awaj." 



The resurrcctiou -morning's brondcning blaze 
Shot up behind, and clear before her sight. 

Centered on Jesus its transfiguring rajs, 
And hallowed Him with light, 

sxvn. 
" Mary /" — The measureless patlios was the same 

As when her Lord had said — " Tiiou art forgiven :* 
Had lie, for comfort, named her by her name 

Out from tiie height of Jieaven ! 

xxvni. 
She looked aloft — she listened, turned and gazed; 

A rerelation flashed across her brow ; 
One moment, — and she prostrate fell, amazed,— 

" Babl-onH—H i» Thou /" 
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TO THEE! 

T BRING my sins to Thee, 
X The sina I cannot count, 
That all may cleansed be 

la Thy once-opened fount. 
1 bring tbem, Saviour, all to Thee; 

The burden ia too great for me. 

My heart to Tliee I bring. 
The heart I cannot read ; 

A iaithless, wandering thing. 
An evil heart indeed. 

I bring it, Saviour, new to Thee, 

That fised and faithful it may be. 

To Thee I bring my care, 

The care I cannot Hee ; 
Thou irilt not only share. 

But take it all for me. 

loving Saviour I now to Tbee, 

1 bring the load that wearies mei 

1 bring my grief to Thee, 

The grief I cannot tell ; 
Ho wordB shall needed be, 

Thou knnwest all so well, 
I bring the sorrow laid on me, 
stifferiiig Saviour I all to Thee. 
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IND'fVELLINO. 233 

My joys bi Tliee I bring, 
The joja Thylovo has given, 

That eacli may be a ning 
To lift me nearer heaven. 

I bring them, Saviour, all to Thee, 

Who hast procured them all for me. 

My life I bring to Thee, 

I would not be my own ; 
Sayiour I let me be 

Thine ever, Tlilnc alone 1 
My heart, my life, my all I bring 
To Thee, my Saviour and my King, 

IJ^DWELLINO. 

IN noto me, Oh Christ, Divine One, come i 
I'l! open wide the door. Make me Thj Templo, 

Cleanse Thou each hidden chamber of my soul ; 
Cure secret sickness, — make me perfect,— whole. 
Cast out — to stay cast out — all love of sin. 
Adorn, with Thine own hand, the dweUing-placo 

within. 
Let me Thy presence feel. Jline eyes Thy glory sea 
My guest, abiding guest, oh 1 wilt Thou be ? 
Spread Thou the table ; let me sup with Thee — 
Come unto me 1 
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23i lAJlWELLING. 

Long years IVe wandered in this woriJ oi woo, 
lu bj-pat)is strange and de-rious would I go ; 
With books of learoing, I have yainly sought 
To feed my soul— to wholly live on thoujjht, 
Til! now half starved, emaciate, poor and lean, 
1 End myself all naked, sick, unclean- 
Unfit at any table to appear, 

Convulsed by doubts and sore distressed oy lear ; 
Yet still I need Thee, Lord, and fain would be 
Thy host and guest, from all uneleanncss free : 

Come unto me \ 

Oh, come to me j 

My heart Til open wide. There's not a room, 
So high or low, but to it Thou shalt come, 
Prom attic high to cellar dark and drear, 
Where oft I've 6(njglit for peace or fled in fear ; 
Where e'en my dearest friend has ne'er been bid; 
Where all my secret motives have been bid- 
All, all—l open wide— the house is Thine 
Within to dwell, to feast, and evermore to shine. 
Let me belong to Thee ! and be Thou mine, 
My only Guest— my Deity !— 
Come unto me I 
Ob, come to me. 

Henceforth I feast; but at no cost of mine; 
Henceforth I drink litfe-giving, hesTenly wine; 
Henceforth, with flowers are crowned my evtry snp ■ 
Henceforth with Jesus as my guest I sup ■ 



WAIl- OX THE LOIiB. 235 

Henceforth ni;- raind, my lieart, mj being whole 
[e made a glorious palace for the aotil ; 
And at its table, most divinely spread, 
I feast, and feast ^ain, on Living Bread ; — 
Notbing 10 hide, — tbere is no future dread ; 
Here, ivith my Friend, my Brotber, Priest and King, 
Joj fills my every sense. His praiaea now I sing, 
And day by day, new beauties do I see, 

For He has come to me. 

Even nntfl me. 

WAIT ON TEE LORD. 

ONE touch ftom Thee — tlie Healer of diseases ; 
One little touch would make our brother whole ; 
And jet Thou comeat not— O blessed Jesus I 

Send a swift answer to our waiting soul. 
Full many a message have we sent, and pleaded 
That Thon wonldst haste Thy coining, gracious 

Each message was received, and lieard, and heeded, 

And yet we welcome no responsive word. 
We know that Thou art blessing whilst withlijlding • 

We know that Thou art near us, though apart ; 
Ind though we list no answer. Thou art folding 

Our poor petitions to thy smitten heart. 
A bright and glorious answer is preparing. 

Hid in the heights of love— the depths of grace; 
We know that Thou, the Risen, still art bearing 

(iiir ciiiisc as Tl.inc within t:.o liolyplncP 
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236 MY PRAYER. 

And ar> wc trust nur pleadings to Tliy kerping ; 

80 at Thy feet wc lay irar burden down; 
OiiBtent to bear the eartbly cross, with weeping, 

Till at Tliy feet wc cast the heavenly crown. 



MY PMATER. 

GIVE me a song, and I will sing it I 
fiife me an offering, I will bring it! 
Give me Thyself, and I will tnfce Thee I 
Withdraw Thyself, end I forsake Thee I 
My laad lies fallow : Master, till me 1 
My heart lies empty : Master, till me 1 
It plays the traitor : Master, win me 1 
It faints I it dies I Put new life in me 1 
It goes astray : good Shepherd, lead me I 
It sighs for hunger : come and feed me 1 
It. is so poor 1 Give riches to me 1 
It is corrupt: O Lord, renew me I 
80 ignorant I Ot ! wilt Thou teach me f 
Hss wandered far I But Thou canst reach me 1 
Is sore diseased : Physician, heal me ! 
Exposed to danger : oh, conceal me I 
It trembles i In Thine arms, oh, fold me 1 
Begins to sink I O Sayiour, hold me ! 
Is sinking fast 1 Lord, look upon me I 
80 cold and dark 1 Oh, shine upon me I 
A poor, lost sinner 1 Come and find me I 
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LIGHT OF THE WOJtLD. 237 

A rebel I May Thy love now bind me 1 

A prodigal ! Wilt Thou leceivc me 1 

A beggar I Oh i wilt Thou rclieTC me t 

A backslider I Wilt Tliou restore me ? 

Uaboly ! May Thy presence awe me I 

Unfit to die 1 O God, prepare me ! 

So weak I On eagles' wings, ob, bear me I 

So comfortless I Lord Jesus, cbeer mo I 

So lonely I God of love, draw near me ! 

By sin accused 1 Good Lord, acquit me t 

Unfit for Heaven's pure service 1 Fit me 1 

Unfit tor work on earth 1 But use uie ! 

A BUpphant I Do not Thou refuse me ! 

Oil I come and fill the hunj»ry with good things ; 

Fur Tliou hast all I need, Thou King of kings ' 

LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 

LIGHT of the World I to Thee I come 1 
All dark with ^in ami; 
Yet ij) thy light my childhood's home. 
Long lost ; now through the earth I roam 
A stranger, wearily, 

Thougli I am dark. Thou seest me, 

And knowest all my sin ; 
I cannot hide one thought from Thee — 
Nor would I, Lord I O search, and see 

All that lies hid within I 
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8 NCThOST. 

Dnleaa I know my Father knowa 

The worst that I have done, 
IJow can I bear the love He shows f 
How take the gift tliat love bestowi 
On such a guilty one ! 

Mj Father, to, all doubting dies ! 

I know that Thou canst see. 
Outspread before Thy glorious eyes 
My present, past, and future lies ; 

AndyetThouIov-eatmel 



NOT LOST. 

THE look of sympathy, the gentle word, 
Spoken so low that only angels heard ; 
Tile secret art of pure self-sacrifice, 
Unseen by men but marked by angels' eyes; 
These are not lost. 

The sacred music of a tender strain. 
Wrung frcm a poefs heart by grief and pain, 
And ohauied timidly, with doubt and fear, 
To busy crowds who scaj'ccly pause to Lear, 
It is not lost. 



uGoogIc 



JERUSALEM ABOvr lb F 



The jirajt'ra that rise like incense frara the soul, 
Longing for Christ to make it clean and whole ; 



The happy drtams that gladdened all our youth, 
When dreams had lesa of aelf and more of truth 
The childlike faith, 30 tranc[uil and so sweet. 
Which sat like Marj at the Master's feet ; 
These are not lost. 

The kindly plana devised fur others' good, 
So seldom guessed, so little understood ; 
The quiet, steadfast love that strove to win 
Some wanderer from the woeful ways of sin ; 
These are nut lost. 

Not lost, Lord, for in Tliy city bi-ight, 
Our eyes shall see the past hy clearer light ; 
And tilings long hidden from our gaze below, 
Thru wilt reveal, and we shall surely know 
They were not lost. 



JERUSALEM AbU VE IS FSEE- 

I WOULD not stay tlie years that wing, 
Howe'or my lot be cas ;, 
Nor say, O sun, look back, and bring 
One day from oat the past. 
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) JEBUHALEM AB-JVE IS FEES. 

He ever ■will my portion be 

Whose goodness I recall — 
Jerusalem above is Iree, 

And motlier of us all. 
Free are her iiappy gates to prayer. 

And open night and day, 
The holy lyres are tuneful there 

When earthworn pilgrims pray; 
There wakes tlio stTain of jnbilee 

"When helpless sinnei-s call- 
Jerusalem above is free. 

And mother of us all. 
Free are the fadeless bowers of rest, 

And free their joys untold, 
I'ree are the mansions of the blest, 

And free the streets of gold. 
Though hidden long the glories be 

Salvatio'i is tJie wall — 
Jerusalem above is free, 

And mother of us all. 
Home of my soui 1 I praise the Lord 

That made thy comforts free. 
And led me by His faithful word 

To seek my rest in Thee 1 
Thoogh circumscribed my way may b*. 

I know, whate'er befall, 
Jerusalem above is free. 

And miillieT of us all 
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LIVING WATESS. 

I would not aiay tlie years that iring, 

Ilowf.'er my lot be cast, 
Nor say, sun, look back, and bring 

One day ftom out the past. 
He ever will ray portion be 

Whose goodness I recall- 
Jerusalem above is free, 

And mother of us alL 



LIVING WATERS. 

THERE are some hearts like wells, green-mos 
aud deep 
As ever summer saw ; 
And cool their water is — yea, »icM>l and aweet;— 

But you must come to draw. 
Thej hoard not, yet they rest in ealm content, 

And not unsought will give ; 
They can be quiet with their wealth u 
So Belt-contained they live. 

Aud there are some like springs, that bubbling 

To follow dusty ways, [burs! 

And run with offered cup to quench bis thirst 

Where the tired traveler strays :— 
That never ask the meadows if they want 

What is their joy to give- 
Unasked, their lives to other life they grant 

So se!f-bestowe<? they live I 
21 
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243 AT MVMNm9. 

And One is like the ocean, (Jeep and wide, 

Wlicrein all waters fall ; 
That girdles the hroad earth, and draws the tide, 

Feeding and bearing all. 
That broods the miata, that sends the clouds abroad 

That takes, again to give ; 
Even tbe great and loving heart of God, 

Whereby all love doth live. 



A T EYENIITG. 

UNDER Thy loving care 
Another day has past ; 
Its sacrifice I bear 
To Thee at last 

Thou knowest every cross, 
Each pleasure and each pain; 

Thou seest what is loss. 
And what is gain. 

These tangled threads of life 

Thou boldest in thy hand, 
And thou their seeming strift 

Dost understand. 

80 in thy loving care 

I TOBsocur., forgiven i 
Thou wiit the morrow's work prepare, 

Or give me Heaven, 
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MY GROSS. 

IT ifl not lieayy agonizing woe, 
. Bearing me down with hopeless, crushing wifight 
!So laj of comfort in the gathering gloom ; 
A bnail bereaved, a household desolate. 

It is not sicitness with lier withering hand, 
Keeping me low upon a couch of pain ; 
Longing eacli morning for the weary night, 
At night for weary day to come again. 

It is not po-verty with chilling blast, 
The sunken eye, the hunger-wasted form ; 
The dear ones perishing for lack of bread, 
With no safe shelter from the winter's storm. 

It is not slander with her evil tongue ; 
T!s not ■' preaumptuoufl sins'" against my Ood; 
Kol reputation t.ist, nor fiiends betrayed ; 
That snch is not mj cross, I thank my God. 

fij ine is a daily cross of petty cares, 
Of little duties pressing on my heart, 
Of little troubles hard to recoucilo, 
Of inward tioubles overcome in part. 

My teet are weary in their daily roundi, 
Mj heart is weary of its daily care, 
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244 ALOXE WITH GOO, 

My ainfiil nature often dolli rebel ; 

I praj for grace my daily cross to bear. 

It ia not lieavy, Lord, ytt oft I pine 1 

It ia not hcaTj, but 'tia everywhere ; 

By day and niglit each hour my cross I t>ear, 

I dare not lay it down — Then keep'at it thera 

I dare not lay it down ; I only ask 
That, taking up my daily etoas, I may 
Follow my Master, humbly, step by step, 
Through clouds and darkness onto perfect day. 



ALONE WITH GOD. 

ALONE witt Thee, my God I alone with Thee ! 
Thus woutdst Thou have it still— thus let it bo 
There is a secret chamber in each raind, 

Which none can find 
But He who made it-~noae beside can know 

Its joy or woe. 
Oft may I enter it, oppressed by care. 

And find Tliee there ; 
So full of watchful love. Thou know'et the why 

Of every sigh. 
Then all Toy righteous dealings shall I aee, 
ilone with Thee, my God I alone with Thee. 



ALUXE WITE GOD. 



Tlie joje of earth are like a summer's di j, 

Fading awaj ; 
But in the twiligiit we may better trace 

'J'hj wondrous grace. 
Tlie homes of earth are emptied oft by death 

With chilling breath ; 
The loved departed guest niaj ope no more 

The we l-kiiown doi)r; 
Still in that ohamhef seai'd Thou'lt dwell with nie, 
ind I with Thee, mj God I alone with Thee. 

The vrorld'a false voice would bid me eiit«r not 

That hrLllowed spot ; 
And earthly thoughts would follow (m the track 

To hold me back. 
Or seek to break the aacred peace within 

With this world's din. 
But, by Tiiy grace, I'll cast them all aside, 

Whate'er betide ; 
And never let that cell dtserted be, 
Where I may dwell alone, my God, with Thee. 

The war may rage !— keep Tliou the citadel, 

And all is wcU. 
And when I learn the fullness of Thy love 

With Thee above— 
When every heart oppressed bj hidden grief 

Shall gain elief-— 
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246 THE BATTLE FOUQRT ASD WON 

WliCD every weary soul sball find its reat 

Amidst the blest — 
Then all mj heart, from sin and sorrow free, 
Sliall be a temple meet, my God, for Thee 1 

2' HE BATTLE FOUGHT AND WOJS. 

COME, Lflrd, and fight the battle, 
My Lands are tired and faint ; 
I have no strength to struggle, 

" Consider my compkint." 
One of Thy weafest soldiera 

Is weary in the field, — 

Yet Thine is all the victory, 

Thy love is all my sliield, 

Tis not that 1 am weary 

Of service done for Thee ;— 
'Tia not that I would alter 

Thy loving will for me — 
Sweet is the vineyard labor, 

Through all the toil and heal ; 
And aweet tiie lonely night-watch 

Safe resting at Tliyfeet. 

Yet, Lord, there is a wartaro 
j^o eye hut Tliine may Bee ; 
Oil, hear my cry for suc«or, 
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THE B.lTTLi; FOUGHT AKD WOK 

The self I cannot conquer. 
The will tliat still is mine, 

Oh, take them both, Lord Jesus, 
And make them one with Thine. 

Take them 1 I cannot yield them — 

I am not what I eecnicd : 
I have no power, Lord Jesus, 

To do what once I dream'd. 
The jearuing of the eaith-life, 

la stronger than my strength; 
When may the spell be broken, 

And freedom come at length ! 

Like dew on drooping blijssoms. 

Like breath from holy place, 
Laden with health and healing 

Come Thy deep words of grace ■ 
' Thy strength is all in leanins, 

On One who fights for thee ; 
Thine is the helpless clinging. 

And Mine the rictory." 
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j\'0r K^'OWINO. 



JfOT KNOWING. 

r KNO W not what wil! befall me 1 God Lingj k 

J- mist o'l'T my eyes ; 

And o'er each atep of my onward path Re makes 

new scenes to rise, 
Antl every joy He scads me comes aa a sweet and 

glad surprise. 

I see not a step before me, as I tread the days of 

the year. 
But tlic past is still in God's keeping, tlie future 

His mercy shall clear. 
And what looks dark in the distance, may hrighk-n 

as I draw near. 

For pcriiaps the dreadful future has less hlttenipss 

than I think ; 
The Lord may sweelen the water before I stoop to 

(Iriiik. 
Or, if Marah must be Marah, He will stand beside 

its brink. 

It may be there is waiting for the coming of my 

feet 
?omo gift of such r.ire blessedness, sojiie joy so 

strangely aweet, 
That my lips can only tremble with the thanks 1 

cannot speak. 
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MT APJOl \'TKD TIME. 219 

restful, blissful ignorance 1 'Tia blessed not to 

[t keeps me quiet in those arms which ■will not let 

me go, 
Aiid hushes my soul to rest on the boson, wliicb 



So I go ou not knowicR. I would not if I might ; 
1 would rather walk iu the dark with God, than go 

alone in the light, 
I would rather walk with Him by faiti, than w'alk 

alone, by sight. 

Slj heart shrinks back from trials which tlie future 

maj disclose, 
Jet I never had a sorrow but what the dear Lord 

choae ; 
So I send the coming tears bactt, with the whis 

pered word, " He knows." 

MY APPOINTED TIME. 

I THOUGHT me near the pearly gate, 
I thought I heard the Master call; 
But I was wrong, and I must wait : 
Not yet I I have not suffered all. 

1 thought I heard the angel's song, 
Thai breaks like some eternal aea; 
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iO UY AIJOINTED TIME. 

I thought I saw the eouiitlesa throng 
Bending to God the rev'rpnt knee. 

1 thought I knew t1:e sainted face 
Of many here whom I had known ; 

But glorified with some new grate, 
And into Jesua' likeness grown. 

And, oh, I thought the kingly One, 
My Boul delights its Lord to tail, 

Rose on my being like a sun ; 
And like a sun outshone them all 

But I was wrong ; I am Sot npe 

To enter on my endleas rest ; 
Where God's own hand al! tears shall wipe, 

And soothe each heavy-laden breast. 

I have a will, yet, of my own ; 

The Lord has work for me to do ; 
All earthly things I've not outgrown, 

Nor wholly put on all things new. 

My time appointed I will wait. 
Until my last great change shall come ; 

Then He will open wide the Gate, 
And, satisfied, I shall go home. 
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LIST ME FIND THEE. 



LET ME FIND THEE 

BEHOLD me liere, in grief draw jear, 
Pleading at Thy throne, O King I 
To Thi;e each tear, each fremhling fear, 

Jesus, Son of Man 1 I bring. 
Let me find Tiiee— let me fiod Thee— 
Me, a Tile and wortliless thing 1 

Look down in loTe, and from above. 

With Thy Spirit satisfy; 
Thou hast sought me, Thou hast bought a 

And Thy purchase, Lord, am I. 
Let me find Thee— let me find Thee, 

Here on earth, and then on higli 1 

No other prayer to Thee I bear, 

O my Lord, but only this : 
To share Thy grace, tn see Thy face, 

And Xo know Thy people's bliss. 
Let me find Thee— let me find Thee— 

Thee to find is blessednesa I 

Hear the broken, scarcely spoken 
Utterance of my heart to Thee ; 

All the crying, all the sighing, 
Of Thy child accepted he. 

Ut me find Tliee-let me find Thee; 
1'LuH my soul longs vehemently 1 
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a HXJ) USANCE 

Worldly plnasurea, earthly treasures, 
Joys acd honors, wiii not stay : 

They often pain, and, oh ! how Tain, 
Looting to ettrnity I 

Let me find Thee— let me find Thee— 
Find Thee, mj God, this day I 



ElfDUEAJ!fC^. 

HO W maoli the heart may bear, and yet not break! 
How much the flesh may sufler, and not die ' 
1 (jiieation much if any pain or ache 

Of soul or body brings our end more nigh. 

Di^ath chooaes his own time ; till that is worn, 

All evils may be borne. 

We abrink and shudder at the surgeon's knife ; 

Each nerre recoiling from the cruel steei, 
Whose edge seems searching for the quivering life 

Yet fo our sense the bitter pangs reveal 
That still, although the trembling flesh be torn, 
Tliis, also can be borne. 

Wl see a sorrow rising iii our way. 
And try to flee from the approaching ill. 

We seek some small escape — we weep and pray — 
But when the blow falls, then our hearts are sdll, 

Not that the paia is of its sharpness shorn, 
But that it can be borue. 
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We wind oui lifi; about another life— 
We hold it closer, dearer than our own — 

Anon it laints and falls in deadly strife, 
Leaving ua atunned, and stricken, and alono; 

But ah ! we do not dio witli those who moura — 
This, also, can be borne. 

Heboid, we live through all things— famine, thiral, 
Bereavement, pain ! all grief and misery, 

All woe and sorrow ; life infiicts its worst 
On soul and body — but we cannot die. 

Though we be sick, and tired, and faint, and worn; 
Lo I all things can be borne. 



SEADT FOB ALL! 

ii "p EADT, O Master 1" with eager Hp 
iX TTo cried when tlie day was new ; 
" And wliatsoever Thy bigli commands. 
Thy servanta arc waiting with willing hands, 
Prq>ared both to dure and to do 1" 

'■ Reidy, O Master 1" — No answer came, 
Aa we waiteJ in weariness long : 
Had lie scorned the hands that were fain to be* 
Their part in the burden — fain to share 
In the battle, the triumph, the song ? 
22 
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" Kcady, Master 1" wt cried once more, 
As the long, long hours went by ; 
*' Tell 118 Thy wiD 1 la it h oe or ahame ; 
We will bear them both, for Thy blessed name, 
For Thy name we would gladly die." 
Softly the answer came—" O child 1 
Not such is My will for thee, 
But only to stand in tliy quiet lot, 
Doing its duties and questioning not 
What the wherefore or end may be." 

O Infinite love, that has ordered thus I 

Yet oft it more wearisome aeems 
Patiently thus to be serving here, 
Thau to carry the banner and sword and spear. 

And flght in the fields of our dreams. 

Patience I questioning, wavering heart 1 
Good cheer and glad courage be thine I 
The cup of cold water bestowed in His name, 
Ib sweeter than sacrifice, fairer than fame. 
And the service itself is divine I 

I WOULD BAVB QONE. 

I WOULD haTe gone, God bade me stay, 
I would bavu worked, God bade me rest ; 
He broke my will from day to day; 
He read my yearnings nnesprcssed. 
Anil said them nay. 

H .■■ ..Coogic 



Now I would stay, God Ijids mo go, 
Now I woiUd rest, God bids me work ; 
He breaks my heart, tossed too and fro ; 
My soul ia wrung witli doubts ttiat lurk 
And vex it ao. 

I go, Lord, where Thou sendeat me ! 
Day after day, I plod aad moil, 
But Christ, my Lord, when will it bo 
Tbat I may let alone my toil, 
And rest with Thee ? 



8VBMI88I0N. 

r\ OD'3 right-hand angel bright and calm- 
VT Christ's streugthener in the agony — 
Teaoh lis the meiining of tbat psalm 
Of fullness only known by thee : 
" Thy will be done 1" We sit alone, 
Aiid grief within our heart grows strong 
Witli passionate moaning, 'till thou eome. 
And turn it tc a song. 

Come when the days go heavily, 

Weighed down with burdens hard to bear; 

When joy and hope fail utterly, 

And leave us fronted by despair, 

lome not with flattering earthly light — 
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But witli those clear grand ejes that sm 
Beyond tlie dark, beyond the bright, 

Straight toward Eternity, 
Teach ua to work when work seems vain, 
This is half rictoiy over fate- 
To match ourselves against our pain ; 
The rest is done when we can wait. 
Dnseal our eyes to see how rife 
With bloom this thorny path may he ; 
And how it leads to heights of life 

Which only thou canst see, 
Cnntent thee— so the angel saith — 
Tliy minor makes the triumph strain 
Sound sweeter on celestial breath — 
And God has use for all tJiy pain. 
His joy thy struggling soul may reach ; 
From the strong slain comes sweetness stJH 
And God leta suffering only teach, 

Some best revealings of His will. 

Then strike within our hearts the key 1 
Though only sorrow's note it give, 
Yet fit us for Thy Harmony, 
And teach as how to live 1 

O patient watcher over all 1 
If broken lives may best complete 
Thy circle, let our fragments fall 
An offering at Thy feet. 
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'TWILL NOl BE LONG. 



'TWILL NOT BE LONG. 

inn WIIjL uot be long— tbis wearying cominotion 
X That marks its passage in tlie human breaat 
And, like the billows on tlip, hoaring ocean. 

That ever rock the tradlc of unrest, 
n^ill soon subside ; tlic happy time is nearing, 

When bliss, not pain, shall have its rich increaso, 
K'en unto Thee the dove may now be steering 
With, grwious message. Wait, and hold th j peace ; 
'Twill not be long ! 

The lamps go out ; the stars give up their shining ; 

The woiid is lost in darkness for awhile ; 
And foolish hearts give way to sad repining, 

And feel as though they ne'er again could amilo. 
Why murmur thus, the needful lesson scorning ? 

Oh, read thy teacher and His word aright ! 
The world would have no greeting for the morning 

If 'twere not for the darkness of the night ; 
'Twin not be long I 

'T^ill not be long ; the strife will soon bo ended ; 

The doubts, the fears, the agony, the pain, 
Will seem but as the clouds that low descended 

To yield their pleasure to the parched plnin. 
The times of weakness and of soie temptationg, 



Of bitti^r grief and agonizing cry; 
2J* 
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2m 'TyriLL myr be long. 

"Will bring a blissful harvest by-and-by — 
'Twill not be long I 

■, Twill not be long ; the eye of faith discerning, 
'* The wondrous glory that shall be revealed, 
Instnicts the soul, that every day is learning 

The better wisdom whicb the world concealed. 
And soon, nye, soon, there'll be an end of teachinjj 

"Wlien mortal vision finds immortal sight, 
And her true place the soul in gladness reaching, 
Beholds the glory of the Infinit*. 
'Twill not be long I 

" 'Twill not be long ! the heart goes on repeaung ; 

It is the burden of the mourner's song ; 
The work of grace in us he is completing, 

Who thus iiBsures ua — " It will not be long." 
Bis rod and stafT our faiating steps sustaininj-, 

Our hope aiid comfort every day will be ; 
And we may bear our cross as uncomplair.inji 

As He who leads ua unto Calvary; 
Twill not be long 1 
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THE MOBLE ARMY OF MARTYRS 
PRAISE THEE. 

NOT they alone wlio from tlie liitter strife 
Came forth victorioiia, yielding willingly 
Tliat which they deem most precious, even life, 

Content to suffer all things, Christ, for Tliee ; 
Not they alone whose feet so firmly trod 

The pathway ending in rack, sword and flame, 
Foreseeing death, yet faithful to their Lord, 

Ecduriug for HJB sake the pain and shame. 
Hot they alone haye won the martyi's palm, 
Not only from their lips proceeds the eternal psalm. 

For earth hath martyrs now, a saintly throng, 

Each day unnoticed do we pass them by; 
"Mid busy crowds tliey calmly move ah'ng, 

Bearing a hidden cross, how patiently 1 
Not theirs tlie sudden anguish, swift and keen, 

Their hearts are woni and wasted with small careg. 
With daily griefs and thrusts from foes unseen. 

Troubles and trials that take them wm 
Theirs is s lingering, silent martyrdom, 
They neep throng li weary years, and li 
to come. 

They weep, but 
And tiiey kave 



360- BE STILL, AND ENOW TSilT I AH 60D. 

Simply enduriDg, knowing that each ill 
Is bttt the herald of some future bliss ; 

3triying and auffering, yet so silently 
Tliej know it least who seem to know tlieni hesi, 

Faithful and true through long adversity, 
They work and wait until God gives them reat; 

These surely share with those of bygone days. 

The palm-branch and the crown, and swell their 



ra STILL, Am) know teat i am ood. 

BEstiil, my childl 
I trod this way belore ; 
My hand shall guide theo thro' the wild, 
Ask nothing more. 



Be still, my child 1 

I love thee first and last. 
On Me, thy Saviour meek and n 

Thy sorrows cast. 



Be still, my child I 

Leave all thy joys and fears, 
I know thy hopes and longings wild, 

I see thy tears. 

Be still, my child I 
My hand shall make the whole ; 
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JESUS, SA VIOUS, FTWT MS. 

From every sin that liath defiled, 
Shall cleanse thy soal. 

Be still, my child I 

And thou shalt feel My grace; 
Come with a spirit meek and mild 

Before My face. 

Be still, my child 1 

And I will give thee peace ; 
When once My face on tboe hath smileit, 

Thy woes shall cease. 

Be stiil, my child 1 

Until I call thee Home, 
Then from thy wandering in the wild. 



JEBTTSy SAVIOUS, PILOT ME. 

PSUS, Saviour, pilot me 
Over life's tempestuous sea : 
Unknown waves before me rnll, 
Hiding rock and troaclierona shoal; 
Chart and compass came from Thee • 
Jeaus, Savionr, pilot me. 

When the Apostles' fifagile bark 
Strolled n-ith the billows dark, 
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JSSUS, HAVIOUR, PILOT IfR 

On the stormy Galilee, 
Thou didat walk upon the sea ; 
And when they beheld Thy form, 
Safe they glided through tbe storm. 

Though the sea be smooth and bright, 
Sparkling with tlie stars of night, 
And my sliip'a path be ablaze 
With tlie light of halcyon days. 
Still I kuow my need of Thee ; 
Jesus, Sariour, pilot me 1 

When the darkling heavens frown, 
And the wrathful ninds come dowii, 
And the fleice waves, tossed on high, 
Lash themselves agiiinst tlie aky, 
J^ns, Saviour, pilot me 
Over life's tempestaous sea. 

Aa a mother stills her child 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild ; 
Boisterous waves obey Tliy will 
When Thou sayest to theui, " Be stiU." 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 

When at last I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
1Vi.it me and the peaeeful rest^ 
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Then, while laaniQg oa Thy breast, 
May I hear Ihee aay to me, 
' Fear not, I will piM tliee /" 

"1>RAW NIGH TO GOD, AND HE WILL 
DRAW NIGH TO YOUr 

(ITEARY and faint 

VV Our garments stained with sin and soiled 

with tears — 
.■Tot tears that fall like blessed summer rain, 

But heayj drops of pain, 
Wrung from the heart's deep passion and distress, 
Wrung from tlie yearning of its tenderness — 
Thus — with the guilt and grief of days and years 
We do draw nigh. 

Tes — we draw nigh I 
We are not worthy, Lord, tu seeb Thy face — 
Not worthy — for our need is all our plea- 
Yet may we come to Thee— 
Kor fear to bring our dwkness to Thy light. 
All pure and holy in Thy perfect sight. 
Clad in the white rohe of our Sariour'a grace- 
Bo we draw nigh. 

Tes, we draw nigh — 
To Thee, the Comforter, we come for peace, — 
Thou knoweat, Lord, our weakness and our fear. 

And Thnu wilt surely hear,-— 



3S4 TO MYSELF 

Wilt liear .he cry that from life's wild wide se 
Itises from hearts that only cling to Thee ;— 
One look, one word, can bid our anguish cense 
So we draw nigh. 

Thou wilt draw nigh I 
Father-it is no dream that Thou art near- 
No dream that^ in my sin and misery, 

I may look up to Thee, — 
May hide beneath the shadow of Thy wings, 
From all the restlessness of outward things, 
And from my own heart's self-accusing fear— 

For Thou art nigh 1 



TO MYSELF. 

LET nothing make thee sad or fretfiil, 
Or too regretful, 
Be atiJI ; 
What God hath ordered must be right, 
Then find in it thine own delight. 
My will. 

Why shouldst fhou fill to-day with sorrow 
About to-morrow. 

My heart f 
One watciics all with care most true. 
Doubt not that He will give thee, too, 

Thy part. 
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"rffB LORD KA'OWETn." 

Only be steadfest, never waver, 
Nor seek earth's favor, 

But rest r 
Thou knoweat what God wills muat bv. 
For aJl His creatures, so for thee, 

The best. 



" TME LOUD SNOWETW 

THE Lord bjoweth where each flower groweth 
That b.oometh for Ilim 'midst these earthlj 
fields, 
'ihough men despise it, He will fondly prize it, 
"Welcome the offering that its fragrance yields. 

Tlio Lord knowcth when the rough wind bloweth 

Upon the weary and the laden one ; 
With tender feeling for the suppliant kneeling, 

He aliields and strengthens till the storm is done. 

The Lord knoweth when each hot tear floweth 
From eyes of those who suffer while they pray, 

Flc knows their sorrow, in the glaft to-morrow 
Will wipe in gentleness those drops away. 

Tlie Lord tnowetli when each aerrant aoweth 
With heavy heart and seemingly in vain ; 

When, after sleeping, there will come the reaping. 
Will grant glad harvests where they toiled in pain. 



OUSSTS OF THE HEART. 



Tlie Lord knoweth when the mourner goeth 
To weep her loneliDess by cherished grave. 

Unseen He spcaketh to tlio heart that breaketb : 
■' I can restore him, for 'tis I that aavc." 

The Lord knoweth when the wand'rer tliroweth 
Some little incense on His altar-fire ; 

Sees his contritiou, welcomes his petition. 
Tells Lis repentance to the heavenly choir. 

The Lord knoweth when the alow pulse sliowel? 

Th&i' we are drawing near to Jordan's strand 
Wheii our heart faileth, then His atrengtli availeth. 

And brings ua aafely to the better land. 

The Lord knoweth I If your faint heart trowetJ. 

It ia unc.ired for by its God above, 
(Ih ! doubt no longer, but in this be stronger : 

He knoweth all thiiiga, and His name is Love, 

GUESTS OF THE HEAST. 

SOFT falk through the gathering twilighl 
The rain from the dripping eaves, 
And stirs with a tremulous rustle 
The dead and the dying leaves ; 
While afar, in the midst of the shadows, 

I hear the sweet voices of bells, 
Gome borne on the wind of the A 
That fitfully rises and avu 
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They call and they answur each other, 

They answer and mingle again, 
As the deep and the shrill in an antiieni 

Make harmony still in their strain 
As the voices of sentinels mingle 

Tn mountainous regions of snow, 

Till from hilltop to hill-top a chorus 

Floats down to the valleys bftlow. 

The shadows, the fire-tight of even, 

The sound of the r^n's distant chime, 
Come bringing, with rain softly dropping, 

Sweet thoughts of a shadowy time ; 
The slumberous sense of secinsion, 
From storm and intruders aloof, 
We feel when we hear in the midnight 

The patter of rain on the root 
When the spirit goes forth in its yeaminga 

To take all its wanderers home; 
Or, afer in the regions of fancy. 

Delights on swift pinions to roam, 
I quietly sit by the flre-Hght— 

The fire-light so bright and so warm — 
For I know that those only who love me 

Will seek me through shadow and storm. 
But should they he absent tliis evening, 

Should even the household depart, 
Deserted, I should not be lonely. 

There still would bo guests in my heart. 
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8 THE JOYFUL CALL. 

The faces of friends that I cherish. 

The smile, and the glacce, and the tonc^ 
■Will haunt me whereycr I wander. 

And thus I am never alone. 
With those who have left far behind them 

The joja and the sorrows of time — 
Who sing the sweet songs of the angela 

In a purer and holier clime I 
Then darkly, O evening of Autumn, 

Your rain and your shadows may fell : 
My loved and my lost ones jou bring me— 

My heart holds a feast with them all. 

TBM JOYFUL CALL. 

OH, wayward aonl. 
Boat thou not see the beckoning hanfl | 
Post thon not hear the blest command, 
The Savionr's call J 
He bids thee now rejoice. 
Must His beseeching voice 
On deaf ears fall ! 
Oh, fainting heart, 
Tom by so many doubts and feara, 
Struggling midat many sighs and tears 
In anguish sore. 
Oh, raise thy tcar-dimmed eyea 
Upward, above the skies, 
Forever more. 
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Arise and go, 
The blessed Lord hath need of thee. 
Hear even now His tender plea; 
Be of good cheer. 
He'll be thy dearest friend, 
Keep thee unto the end; 
Be ever near. 
Take up thy cross, 
Then shalt thou find tlie burden light, 
The path made straight, the way all biiglit, 
Thy warfere cease. 
So Shalt thou win thy crown, 
At last tiiy life lay down 
In perfect peace. 

A little while 

To toil below for His dear sake. 

Then sweetly sleep in Him and wake 

To thy reward ! 

Oh, holy, happy rest 1 

To be forever blest 

In Christ thy Lord. 



THE TRUST OF THE TEIEJ). 

TO God's all-gracious heart and mind 
My heart and mind I yield j 
In seeming loss my gain I find, 
]n death, life standa revealed. 



■„ Google 



■Q THE TBUST OF TEE TltlEIi 

I am nis own wlioae glorious tlirone 

In higliest lie^Ten is set ; 
Beneath His stroke or sorrow's yoke 

liis heart upholds me yet. 
There is but one thing cannot fail, 

That is my Father's love ; 
A sea of troubles may assail 

My soul, — 'tis but lo prove 
And train my mind, by warnings kind, 

To ioTe the good through pain ; 
■When firm I stiind, full soon His hand 

Can raise mo up again. 

Tet oft we think, is auglit withdrawn 

That flesh and blood desire, 
Our joy is lost, o'ercast our dawn. 

And faith and courage tire ; 
"With toil «nd (are our hearts we wear, 

O'er our lost hope we brood ; 
Nor think that all that doth befall 

Is meant to work our good. 
But when God rules it must be so. 

It must bring joy again ; 
What now we deem but cross and woo 

Shall turn to comfort then. 
Have patience still. His gracious will 

Tliri>ugh thickest cloud shall gleam ; 
Then torturing fears, and hopeless tears, 

Shall vanish like a dieam. 
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TSE THUST OF THE TRIED. 

The field can never bear its fruits, 

Save winter storm and freeze ; 
Man'a goodness withers at its roots 

In dajB of constant ease ; 
Tiie bitter drauglit of aSocs quaffed, 

Hcaltli tints the cheeks once more ; 
So to our iieart can sorrow's amart 

New energy restore. 
Tlien, O my Qod, with joy I cast 

My load of care on Thee ; 
Take me, and while this life shall last 

Do as Thou wilt with me. 
Send weal or woe, aa 'I'hou shalt know 

Will teach me their true worth, 
And fit nic best to stand their test, 

And show Thy glory forth. 
If happy sunshine be Thy gift, 

Wi'Ji joy I take it, Lord ; 
If o'er dark stormy seas I drift, 

I hear Thy guiding word ; 
If lengthened life, with blessings rifa 

Before my feet be spread, 
3o Thou my guide wilt still abide. 

With joy that path I tread. 

But must I walk tliG Tale of death 
Tlirough sad and sunless ways J 

I pass along in quiet faith, 
T!iv gliince my fear allaya ; 
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i GOSE. 

Through the dark land my Shepherd's hand 

Leads to aa end so bright. 
That I shall there with praise declai'e. 

That all God's ways are right 1 



a N E . 

LIST to the midnight lone ! 
The church clock speaketli with a solemn tone- 
Doth it no more than tell the time "i 
Hark I from that belfry gray, 
In each deep-booming chime, which, slow and clear 
Beats like a measured bei! upon luy ear, 
A stem voice seems to say : 

Gone — gone ; 
The hour if gone— the day is gone ; 
Pray I 

The ail is hushed again, 

But tlie darkness wooa to sleep in v^n, 

Soul I we haye slept too long. 

Yes, dreamed the mom away 
It Tiaions false, and feverish unrest, 
Wasting the work-time God hath given and blest. 

Conscience grows pale to see 

How, like a haunting face, 
My youth stares at me out of gloom profound : 
With raylcss eyes, black as the darkness round, 



GONE. 

And waiting lips wliicli any : 

Gone — gone ; 
The morn is gone — tlic morn is gone ; 

Pray I 

Wee foi the wasted years 

Bom bright with smiles, but buried witli sad ti 

Tlieir tombs have been prepared 

Bj Time, that gravesman gray ; 
Soul, wc may weep to count each stone, 
Ajid read the epitaph engrayed thereon 

By that stern carver's hand. 

Yet weep not long, for Hope, 
Steadfast and calm, beside each headstone stam 
Gazing oa Time, with upward-pointing hands. 

Take we this happy sign, 

Up I let us work alid pray. 

Thou in whose sight the hoary ages fly 
Swift as a summer's noon, yet whose stem eye 

Doth note each moment lost. 
So let me live, that not one hour missiMnt 
May rise in judgment on me, penilent, 

But, till the sunset, Lord, 

Be in Thy vineyard ioil, 
That every hour a priceless gem may be, 
To crown the blind brows of Eternity. 
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BOVS OF Aom. 



ROOK OF AOMS. 
<t n OCK of Ages, cleft for me "— 

LI) Thouglitlessly the maiden sung, 
Fcil tlie iTorcls unconsciously, 

From her girlish, gleefal tongao ; 
Sang as little children sing ; 

Sang i\s sing the birds in June ; 
Fell the words Kke light leaves down 

On the current of the tune — 
" Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 

Let me hide mysdf in Thee." 

"Let me hide myself in Thee," 
Felt her soul no need to hide ; 
Sweet the song as song could be-^ 
And she had no thought beside; 
All the words unheodingly 

Fell from lips untouched by care, 
Dreaming not they each might be 
On some other lips a prayer— 
" Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee." 

" Rock of Ages, cleft for me '' — 
''i'was a woman sung them now, 

Pleadingly and prayerfiilJy; 
Every word her heart did know. 

Rose tiie song as storm-tossed bird 
Beats with wct»7 wing tie air, 
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XNBEZ TO SUBJECTS. 
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